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Meet Mr. Murchinson 


by Betty Tracy Huff 


Characters 

Dora MERRYWEATHER ‘re little old 

EmILy MERRYWEATHER) ladies 

PENNY, their teen-age niece 

STANLEY, a boy about Penny’s age 

Bos, drug store delivery boy 

Hoyt Qurnsy, publisher 

Miss THOMPSON, poetess 

Mrs. Carne, leader of the delegation 
from the Golden Book Club 

CaROL 

JEAN 

ANNE 

Time: Morning. 

Sertine: The living room of the Merry- 
weather home. There is a small table 
with telephone left, a bookcase right. 
The room has an old-fashioned air. 

At Risze: Dora and Emity Merry- 
WEATHER are seated at the table, 
drinking their morning coffee. 

Dora (Calling): Penny! Penny dear! 
Your coffee’s getting cold. 


teen-age members of the dele- 
gation 


Penny (Off): Coming, Aunt Dora. 
(Penny enters.) I just thought I’d 
finish washing the breakfast dishes 
before — (The telephone rings as she 
passes it.) I’ll get that. (She answers 
telephone.) Hello? Yes, this is the 
Merryweather residence. Yes. (She 
listens.) 

Emi.y: Probably Stanley again. 

Dora: The way that boy keeps tele- 
phoning Penny! 

Emixy: I’m sure we never heard from 
our beaux that many times. 

PENNY (On phone): Are you sure you 
have the right number, Mr. Quinby? 

Dora (Setting down her cup with a 
clatter): Quinby! Oh, my goodness, 
Emily, did you hear that? 

Eminy (Nearly upsetting her cup): 
Hoyt Quinby! Oh, Dora, whatever 
shall we do? 

Dora (Jumping to her feet, wringing 
her hands): Now don’t get alarmed, 





Emily. Keep calm! We’re quite 
safe. He’s probably calling from 
New York. 

Penny (On phone): Oh, yes, I quite 
understand, Mr. Quinby. You’re at 
the Mapleford Hotel. Yes. 

Emity: Dora, he’s come! He’s here! 
Oh, why did we do that dreadful 
thing? 

Dora: I knew we’d be caught, some 
day. I just knew it! 

Penny (On phone): But Mr. Quinby, 
whatever makes you think a world- 
famous author like Morton Murch- 
inson would be living here in Maple- 
ford with my aunts and me? 

Emity (Getting to her feet): Dora, ‘do 
something, before it’s too late! 

Dora: Hang up, Penny. Tell Mr. 
Quinby we’ve moved away. 

Emity: Tell him anything, but get rid 
of him. 


Penny (On phone): I have to go now, 
Mr. Quinby. I’m sorry’T can’t be of 


more help. What’s that? Oh, well, 


if you insist. By all means come 
along and see for yourself. See you 
later, then. Goodbye. (She hangs up.) 

Emixy (Clinging to Dora, center): Oh, 
Dora! 

Dora: Quiet, Emily. 
tell us what he said. 

Penny: If that wasn’t the weirdest 
telephone call there ever was. That 
poor deluded man insists that 
Morton Murchinson lives here. Can 
you beat that? 
right over. 


Now, Penny, 


And he’s coming 


Emity: Oh, Dora, why did we do it? 

Dora: Quiet, Emily. Penny, the time 
has come when we must tell you the 
truth. (She takes Penny’s arm and 


leads her to the couch, sitting down 
beside her.) 

Penny: You mean you really do know 
Morton Murchinson? (EMIny groans, 
then sits at the table and takes a 
bracing sip of coffee.) And to think 
all these years I’ve lived with you, I 
never dreamed you knew anyone 
famous. I think his book Fast of 
Casablanca is the most! 

Emity (Leaning forward across the 
table with tremendous interest): Most 
what, dear? 

Dora: Penny, brace yourself for a 
shock. 

Penny (Getting to her feet): Oh, Aunt 
Dora, what’s wrong? 

Dora: There isn’t any Morton Murch- 
inson! (EmiLy groans loudly.) 

Penny (Running over to the bookcase): 
But you must be joking. (She takes 
out a book.) Look, here’s Murchin- 
son’s book! 

Emity: The book exists, dear. 
Morton doesn’t. 

Dora: Penny, don’t you see what 
we’re trying to tell you? Emily and 
I wrote East of Casablanca! 


But 


Penny: But... but you and Aunt 
Emily have never been west of the 
Mapleford Pickle Factory. 

Emity: Exactly. That’s why we made 
up Murchinson. 

Dora: After all, who would want to 
read a book all about the wicked, 
glamorous places of the world, writ- 
ten by the Merryweather sisters, 
who’ve never seen them. 

Penny: I can’t believe it! (She turns 
the book over, reading from the jacket 
blurb.) Big game hunter, yachtsman, 
playboy. From the steaming jungles 





of the Amazon to the interior of 
Outer Mongolia, dashing, devil-may- 
care Morton Murchinson lived every 
word of this exciting adventure 
story which he now unfolds to the 
breathlessly waiting world, for the 
first time, in Kast of Casablanca. 

Emity (Proudly): That’s our boy! 

Penny: You and Aunt Dora! I still 
can’t believe it! (She leafs through 
the book.) That part where Morton 
had to parachute from his burning 
plane — it all seemed so real. 

Dora: My dear, Emily jumped off the 
dining room table with her umbrella 
open. She had the chafing dish 
sizzling away like mad at her el- 
bow. Then she wrote down exactly 
how it felt. 

Emity (Ecstatically, reliving the mo- 
ment): Geronimo! 

Penny: I’ve been wondering about the 
scratches on that table! But you 


still haven’t explained what all this 
has to do with Mr. Quinby. 
Dora: Hoyt Quinby is our publisher, 


dear. Morton Murchinson’s pub- 
lisher, I should say. 

EmiLy: Quinby and Stoddard, New 
York. The best! 

Penny: And now Mr. Quinby is on his 
way here? 

Dora: Expecting to meet Morton 
Murchinson, with his yacht parked 
in our back yard, and his elephant 
guns in our umbrella stand. 

Eity: And instead, all Mr. Quinby is 
going to find is the Merryweather 
sisters, crocheting doilies. 

Penny: He’ll be here any moment 
now. The hotel is only just around 
the corner. Whatever are we going 
to do? 


Dora: Remember, Penny, we did it 
all for you. 

Emity: We wanted you to have pretty 
clothes, dear, and we wanted to send 
you to college, and we couldn’t think 
of any other way. 

Penny: You and Aunt Dora have al- 

. ways been wonderful to me, and I 
do thank you. But I just hope you 
don’t get into trouble now — all be- 
cause of me. 

Dora: After all, we haven’t done any- 
thing wrong. Our bank manager 
knows the truth, and so do the In- 
come Tax people. But now Quinby 
has to come here and ruin every- 
thing. (Knock at door) 

Emity: Don’t answer it, Penny! 

Dora: What good would that do? 
Quinby has been writing to Murch- 
inson at this address for months. 
We have to face him sooner or later. 
(Knocking continues) 

Emity: Go ahead then, Penny, answer 
it. 

Penny (Calling): Coming! (Ezits) 

Dora: Oh, Emily, we simply have to 
keep our secret —at least until 
we’ve seen Penny through college. 

Emity: Oh, Dora... 

Dora: Let us remember how our dear 
Morton Murchinson would face this 
situation. Courage, Emily, courage! 

Emiity: Let our watchword be “Re- 
member Murchinson.” (They march 
to the couch and sit down, very erect, 
with heads high.) 

Dora: It’s easy for Morton to be 
brave. He doesn’t exist. We do. 
(PENNY and QuinBy enter.) 

Penny: Aunt Dora and Aunt Emily, 
this is Mr. Quinby. Mr. Quinby, the 
Misses Merryweather. 





Dora and Emiry: How do you do, Mr. 
Quinby? 


Quinsy: Ladies, it is indeed an honor > 


to meet anyone as closely associated 
with the celebrated Moricn Murch- 
inson as the Merryweather sisters. 

Emity: Ah, yes, Mr. Quinby, we are 
indeed very closely associated with 
dear Morton. 

Penny: Nobody could be closer to him 
than Aunt Dora and Aunt Emily. 
Quinsy: And now, dear ladies, if I 

may meet Mr. Murchinson — 

Dora: I’m afraid that won’t be pos- 
sible, Mr. Quinby. 

Emity: However, dear Morton will be 
glad to sign any new contracts. Just 
leave the papers on the table and 
call back in an hour, and Dora and 
I will—I mean Mr. Murchinson 
will have everything in order by the 
time you return. 

QurnBy: But ladies, that will not do. 
It is imperative that I see Mr. 
Murchinson in person. 

Dora: But Emily and I do everything 
for Morton. You know that very 
well, Mr. Quinby. We attend to all 
his affairs. 

Quinsy: Ah, but this is something only 
Murchinson himself can deal with. 
You see, I am here to inform Morton 
that his home, this very house, has 
been selected by the Golden Book 
Club to be marked by their plaque 
of literary recognition. 

Emity: Why, how very nice! 

Dora: Emily and I will be most happy 
to accept the plaque — er, on Mor- 
ton’s behalf, of course. 

QuinBy: Oh, but my dear lady, that 
simply will not do. The club in 
question is one of the most influential 


of its kind in this country. I have 
promised that Murchinson, in per- 
son, will be here to meet the delega- 
tion. 

Emiy: Delegation? 

Quinsy: From the book club. I have 
promised them that Morton Murch- 
inson will nail the plaque to the 
front door, with his own hands. 

Penny: Now that I would like to see! 

Emity (Brightly): Goodness, what a 
pity Morton just left for another 
trip to Pago Pago. 

QurinBy: Murchinson is not here? But 
my dear ladies, you must be pulling 
my leg. 

Eminy (Shocked): Why, Mr. Quinby! 

QuinBy: Not a moment ago, you your- 
selves said that Morton Murchinson 
would sign any papers within the 
hour. But I quite understand! 

Dora (Fearfully): You . . . you do? 

Quinsy: Certainly! Morton likes to 
keep in the background. No time 
for public relations — too busy ad- 
venturing all over the globe. 

Dora (Hopefully): Then you’ll tell the 
book club Morton can’t see them? 

Quinsy: I wouldn’t dare. 

Emity: Oh, Dora! 

Dora: Quiet, Emily. Mr. Quinby, 
you don’t know what you’re asking. 

QuinBy: Now, dear ladies, we aren’t 
going to make any more difficulties, 
are we? The delegation will be here 
at any moment. Think what it will 
do to the sales of Murchinson’s 
book, when the readers meet him 
face to face. 

Eity: We are thinking, Mr. Quinby, 
indeed we are! (She shudders.) 

Quinsy: Then it’s all settled. Tell 
Murchinson I can’t take no for an 





answer. He could quite well ruin 
my whole publishing reputation if he 
offends the delegation. 

Emity: Oh, Dora! 

Quinsy: Dear ladies, I’m sure I can 
rely on your cooperation. Now I'll 
go to collect the members of the 
delegation. They’re waiting over at 
the hotel. 

Penny: I’ll show you to the door. 
(PENNY and QuINBY evit.) 

Emity: We’re ruined — ruined. And 
so is poor Mr. Quinby. 

Dora: For goodness’ sake, Emily, why 
did you have to tell Quinby that 
Murchinson would sign any new con- 
tracts within the hour? If only you 
hadn’t said that, we might have been 
able to make him think Murchinson 
was out of town. 

Emity: I was seeing checks before my 
eyes, thinking what we could do for 
Penny. (PENNY enters.) 

Penny: Oh, Aunt Dora, isn’t there 
something I can do to help? 

Dora: There is, dear. Please phone 
the drug store and ask them to send 
Bob over with a bottle of aspirin. 

Emity (Groaning): Two bottles! 

Dora: King size! (Knock on door- 
Emity and Dora rush into each 
other’s arms.) 

Emity: The delegation! 

Penny: I'll get it. (PENNY ezits.) 

Dora: What shall we do? What shall 
we say? 

Eminy: Now I know how Frankenstein 
felt when the monster he’d made 
turned on him! 

Dora: But Morton seemed like such 
a nice young man— until today! 
(Penny and STANLEY enter.) 


Penny: It’s all right. 
Stanley. 

SrantEy: Well, I like that! 
Stanley indeed! 

Eminy: It’s nice to see you, Stanley. 
You’ll excuse me if I rush off, but 
I have such a headache. I’ve chris- 
tened it ‘Hurricane Morton.” 

Sranutgy: Certainly, Miss Emily. 
(EMILy evits.) 

Dora: I’ll telephone for the aspirin 
myself, Penny. Maybe you and 
Stanley would like to be alone, so 
I’ll use the kitchen phone. (Dora 
exits.) 

Penny (With brisk cheerfulness, mak- 
ing conversation): How’s your job 
going at the bank, Stanley? 

SraNnueEy: It’s as flourishing as your 
aunts’ bank account. Or should 
I say Morton Murchinson’s? 

Penny: What — what do you mean? 

SraN.LEY: I’ve known the truth for 
some time, Penny. That’s why I’m 
here. I want to help you, if you'll 
let me. 

PENNY: You mean you know about — 

Srantey: About your aunts and 
Morton Murchinson being one and 
the same? Yes. Something came up 
at the bank one day, and I had to 
check with the manager. He told 
me the truth about the whole affair. 

Penny: But you never told me. 

Sran.eyY: I thought when the proper 
time came, your aunts would tell 
you themselves. You see, the matter 
was confidential. 

Penny: Yes, I understand. But why 
are you telling me all this now? 
SranuxEy (Picking up the book): East of 
of Casablanca, published by Quinby 
and Stoddard. Penny, I don’t want 


It’s only 


Only 





to frighten you. You know I 
wouldn’t hurt you or your aunts for 
the world. But I’ve just heard that 
Quinby is right here in Mapleford 
at this very moment. 

Penny: I know, Stanley. 
dreadful? My poor aunts! 

Stan.ey: If only there were some- 
thing I could do to help. I'd do 
anything for you. 

Penny: Thank you, Stanley. But 
what can we do? Quinby is bound to 
find out there isn’t any Morton 
Murchinson when he comes here 
with the delegation from the book 
club. 

Sran.ey: Can’t we head the delegation 
off? 

Penny: It wouldn’t work. Sooner or 
later we’re going to have to face 
them. And I guess it may as well be 
sooner. 

Sranutey: And the only way you and 
your aunts can get off the hook is to 
produce Murchinson. But as he 
doesn’t exist, that’s rather difficult. 

Penny (Stares at him a moment. Then 
her eyes light wp): Difficult, but not 
impossible. Stanley, I have it. We 
will produce Murchinson. If only 
you’ll cooperate. 

STANLEY: Just tell me what you want 
me to do. 

Penny: Stanley, darling, don’t you see? 
You’re going to be Morton Murch- 
inson. 

STANLEY 
Murchinson? 
that. 

Penny: But why not? There are some 
old costumes of Grandfather’s in the 
attic. He was an actor, you know. 
And I can make you up with all the 


Isn’t it 


Me! Morton 
Oh, no, nothing like 


(Yelling) : 


tricks I learned at the Drama Club. 

STANLEY: Penny, I tell you it would 
never work. 

Penny: At least it’s worth a try. And 
you have to admit it’s better than 
nothing. 

Sran.ey: But I don’t see how I’d ever 
get away with it. 

Penny: Please, Stanley, try it. 
said you’d do anything to help. 

STaNn.Ley: Yes, but that didn’t mean 
I’d make myself up to look like a 
nonexistent adventurer. 

Penny: Come on. There’s no time to 
lose. 

Stantey: But Penny, honestly 
(She grabs his hand and pulls him off 
the stage right. After a moment Bos 
enters stage left, carrying a small 
package.) 

Bos: Miss Merryweather! 
Merryweather. Anyone 
(Dora enters right.) 

Dora: Oh, Bob, it’s you. 
bring the aspirin? 

Bos (Handing over package): Sure 
thing, Miss Dora. Nothing wrong, is 
there? You don’t look too cheerful 
this morning. Penny’s O.K., I hope? 

Dora: Penny’s fine. We all are. Don’t 
worry about us, Bob. 

Bos: But I do, Miss Merryweather. 
The whole town does. .You know 
how we all feel about you and Miss 
Emily and . . . and Penny. 

Dora: Thank you, Bob. But I’m 
afraid we may have to leave town 
soon, the way things are going. 
(EmILy enters.) 

Bos: Miss Emily, what’s all this about 
you and Miss Dora leaving town? 
Emity: Leaving town? That’s the 

best idea anyone’s had all day. Let’s 


You 


Hi, Miss 
home? 


Did you 





not bother to pack, Dora. 
really need is the aspirin! 

Bos: Miss Emily, tell me what’s 
wrong. Mavbe I can help. 

Eminy: No one cau help us, Bob. 

Dora: You see, Emily and I started 
something we'd zive the whole 
world to finish. But we can’t — not 
without hurting some very nice 
people. 

Bos: Anything you and Miss Emily 
do can’t be too bad. Let me help. 
I’d do anything for you and. . . and 
Penny. 

Emity: There isn’t anything anyone 
can do, Bob. Unless you can conjure 
up Frankenstein Murchinson out of 
the thin air. (Emily and Dora gasp 
simultaneously, pointing at Bos.) 

Dora: That’s it! That’s it! 

Emity: Are you thinking the same 
thing I am? 

Dora: Exactly! 

Emity: Come on, Bob. Quickly! 

Bos: But what for? 

Dora (Grabbing him by the hand): 
There isn’t time to explain now. 

Emity: What about Penny? 

Dora: I don’t think we ought to tell 
her, do you, Emily? 

Emity: You’re right, Dora, Penny’s 
been involved in enough deception. 
We must keep her out of this. 

Dora: Now Bob, remember, this is be- 
tween the three of us. Penny 
mustn’t know. It’s our secret! 

Bos: It certainly is. I don’t even 
know what it’s all about. 

Dora: Do you think we can outfit him 
from Father’s old theatrical ward- 
robe, Emily? 

Emity: We’ll soon find out. There are 
some costumes out in the garage. 


All we 


7 


Comeon;Bob. We’ll tell you all 
aboutiit.on the way. (Bos, Emtiy 
and. ‘Dora. exit left. PENNY enters 
right.) 

Penny (Calling over her shoulder): 
Stanley, you’d better wait in the 
kitchen until I’ve told Aunt Dora 
and Aunt Emily what we’re going to 
do. I wonder where they’ve gone? 
I’d better go and find — (Sound of 
voices off) Oh, my goodness! The 
delegation! Stanley, Stanley! They’ve 
come! 

Sran.ey (Off): My beard’s unstuck! 

Penny: Well, stick it back again, and 
be quiet! Here they come! (QurInBy, 
Mrs. Carne, Miss TxHompson, 
Carol, JEAN and ANNE enter. Mrs. 
Carn ts carrying a large package) 

Quinsy: Miss Penny, the door was 
open, so we took the liberty of com- 
ing right’ in. Will you please inform 
Mr. Murchinson that the delegation 
has arrived? 

Penny: Certainly, Mr. Quinby. I'll 

‘ tell Morton you’re here. But you 
may have to wait a few minutes be- 
fore he can be with you. The last I 
heard from him he said he felt as if 
he were falling apart. The excite- 
ment of this great honor, you know. 
(PENNY exits.) 

Mrs. CarNeE: Bow your heads. 
are in Murchinson’s home. 

Caro. (Shrieking): Look! 

Mrs Carne: Goodness, Carol, what- 
ever is the matter? 

MarRoL: His desk, his very own desk! 
(She leads the rush over to it.) 

JEAN: Where he wrote East of Casa- 
blanca. 

Anne: After he had lived every word 
of it. Lived, lived, lived! (They prowl 


We 





around the room, patting everything 
that Murchinson might have touched.) 

Miss THompson (Sidling up to Mr. 
QuINnBY, waving a sheaf of manu- 
script): Now, Mr. Quinby, remember 
what we were talking about in the 
car? You will read my poems, won’t 
you? Just a teency, weency look? 

Mrs. Carne: When are we going to 
meet Mr. Murchinson? 

Miss Tuompson: In April. Such a 
sweet month for poetry. I would 
wait till then for publication, dear 
Mr. Quinby. 

ANNE: Where’s Mr. Murchinson? 

Miss Tuompson: In blue binding with 
gold lettering on the cover. (They 
mill around QuinBy, all talking to 
him at the same time.) 

JEAN: Where’s Mr. Murchinson? 

Miss Tuompson: A lovely, slim little 
volume — 

Caro: When are we going to see Mr. 
Murchinson? 

Quinsy: Help, help! Mr. Murchinson, 
help! (PENNY enters.) 

Penny: Meet Mr. Murchinson! (Every- 
one steps away from QuinBy. STAN- 
LEY enters, wearing a blue blazer with 
brass buttons, white trousers and 
yachting cap. He has a heavy black 
beard. He carries a fountain pen.) 

Sranuey (Striking a pose): Anyone for 
autographs? 

Mrs. Carne: Morton Murchinson, 
just the way we always dreamed 
he’d look! (CARoL, ANNE and JEAN 
scream and swoon.) 

Miss TuHompson: As one literary 
genius to another, Mr. Murchinson, 
you will read my poems won’t you? 


Jean: Oh, Mr. Murchinson, I loved 


your book. It was just too divine. 
The part where you parachuted 
from your burning plane! Oh, it 
was too thrilling for words! 

STantey: A mere nothing, my dear. 
Though an experience like that does 
leave its mark. 

PEenny: Especially on the dining room 
table! 

Mrs. Carne: And now, Mr. Murchin- 
son, on behalf of the Golden Book 
Club, women’s division, I am happy 
to present this genuine, solid brass 
plaque to you. 

Caro.: Oh, it’s all so wonderful! (She 
bursts into sobs.) 

Sranuey: Ladies, your kindness over- 
whelms me. (He bows low. His 
whiskers fall to the floor. He bolts 
toward the kitchen.) Toodle-oo and 
anchors aweigh, and all that sort of 
thing. (STANLEY ezits.) 

Mrs. Carne (Jumping up and down on 
beard): It’s alive! It’s alive! Don’t 
let it get away! 

Penny (Scooping up the whiskers): Ex- 
cuse me a moment. I’ll be right back. 
Got to put the cat back in the bag. 
I mean, just one of Morton’s jungle 
pets. Quite harmless! (PENNY exits.) 

Miss Tuompson: Mr. Quinby, or may 
I call you Hoyt? Now that we have 
this moment to spare, you will read 
at least one of my poems, won’t you? 
(Dora and Eminy enter with Bos, 
who plays Murchinson as a debonair 
man of the world. He has a neat little 
moustache, striped trousers, black 
morning coat, a black Homburg hat 
at a rakish angle. He poses with 
gloved hands on the head of a silver- 
knobbed cane.) 

Dora: Meet Mr. Murchinson! 





Bos (Sounding like a seller of hot dogs, 
despite his appearance): Autographs, 
autographs, get your autographs! 


Mrs. Carne: Good gracious, what’s 


going’on here? 

Quinsy (Pointing in a daze to the 
kitchen): But — but Morton Mureh- 
inson — 

Bos: At your service, sir. (STANLEY 
and PENNY enter.) 

PENNY: Here we are again! And now, 
Mr. Murchinson will be glad to — 
(She sees Bos and breaks off, gasping.) 

{MILY (Absently): You still here, 
Stanley? 

PENNY (Desperately): Aunt Emily, 
don’t you recognize Morton Murch- 
inson? 

Emity (Hopefully): Twins? 

STan.ey (7'o Bos): Impostor! 

Bos (70 StaNey): Impersonator! 

STANLEY: I’m doing this for Penny. 
Don’t interfere! 

Bos: You keep Penny out of this. 
(They lunge at one another.) 

QuInBY (Acidly): Shall we say foun- 
tain pens at fifty paces? (Bos and 
STANLEY subside.) 

Mrs. Carne: If all you Mr. Murchin- 
sons don’t go away immediately, I 
shall pinch myself, and then [’ll 
wake up and you'll disappear! 

QuinBy: Miss Dora, what is all this? 
I think you owe us an explanation. 

Dora: And an apology too, Mr. 
Quinby. You see, there isn’t any 
Morton Murchinson. 

QuinBy: On the contrary, there are 
two at least! And goodness knows 
how many more of them, ready to 
crawl out of the woodwork on cue. 
But carry on, Miss Dora. Tell us 
all about it. 


Dora: Emily and I wrote Kast of 
Casablanca. 

Emity: We’ve never been anywhere 
exciting in all our lives. And we 
thought no publisher would accept 
our book if he knew it was written 
by Dora and me, and so — 

Mrs. CarRNE: You mean you wrote 
Yast of Casablanca without ever 
going outside your own small town? 

JeaN: You and Miss Emily wrote it? 

ANNE: But you’re ordinary people like 
Carol and Jean and me! 

Dora: It was a terrible thing to do. 
We didn’t mean to deceive anyone. 

Emity: Morton Murchinson just 
seemed to grow out of nowhere. 

Dora: And before we knew it, he had 
become so real to us, and to the 
whole world, we couldn’t stop. 

Penny: Oh, do please forgive my aunts! 
They did it all for me. 

Bos: They’re the best and _ nicest 
people in town. 

Sran.ey: Everyone in Mapleford likes 
them. 

Mrs. Carne: Ah, but don’t you see — 

ANNE: Just ordinary people — 

Jean: Who have never been anywhere 
exciting. 

Caro: They wrote a best seller! Just 
ordinary peoplé — 

Mrs. Carne: Ready everyone? (The 
delegation falls into line, Miss THOMP- 
SON hanging back near QUINBY.) 

Penny: But where are you all going? 

Mrs. Carne (Ecstatically): Where are 
we going? Home to write a best 
seller, of course! Just ordinary 
people — ah! (They march out, with 
determined smiles.) 

Quinsy: Congratulations, Miss Dora, 
Miss Emily. We’re rich! Think of 





the publicity. Sales will go sky high. 
We'll get out another edition of 
East of Casablanca right away! 

Miss TuHompson (Crossly): Well, I 
aever wanted to meet Mr. Murchin- 
son anyway. (@ushily) I only came 
on this trip so I could meet you, dear 
Mr. Quinby. May I call you Hoyt? 
Won’t you take a teency, weency — 
(Quinsy exits on a run) Hoyt, 
Hoyt! Wait forme! Hoyt — (Miss 
THOMPSON exits, running, holding 
onto her hat and waving her manu- 
script.) 

Dora: Emily, I’ve just had a wonder- 
ful idea! We’ll write another book. 
All about two little old ladies who 
write an adventure story about a 
daredevil young man. 
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Emity: And then their publisher calls, 
and complications set in. Oh, I can 
hardly wait to begin writing. 

Dora: Who shall we say wrote the 
book this time? 

Emir: Geraldine Heartworthy, glam- 
orous, exciting woman of mystery. 


Dora: She buys her clothes in Paris. 
And she’s never seen without a rose 
between her teeth. 


Emity: From first page to last, Geral- 
dine Heartworthy lived every word 
of the amazing story she now re- 
veals to the breathlessly waiting 
world for the first time. 


Penny: And I bet she winds up marry- 
ing Morton Murchinson! (Curtain) 


THE END 


PRODUCTION NOTES 


Meer Mr. Murcuinson 
Characters: 3 male; 8 female. 
Playing Time: 25 minutes. 


Costumes: The Merryweather sisters wear old- 
fashioned black dresses with high necks. 
Modern dress for all the others. Stanley 
changes to white trousers, dark blue blazer 
and yachting cap. Bob changes to striped 
trousers, black coat, Homburg hat. 


Properties: Three cups and saucers, book in 
dust jacket marked “East of Casablanca,” 
small wrapped package, large ap ng 
package, sheets of typewriter paper, foun- 
tain pen, silver-knobbed cane, false ‘ 

and false moustache. 


Setting: An old-fashioned living room with 
Victorian sofa, chairs with doilies on the 
backs. There is a telephone table left, a 
bookcase right. 





Vote for Miss Checkout 


by John Murray 


Characters 


SaLLy FoGarty 
MABEL 

HERMAN SCHLITZ 
TrmotHy KELLY 
LEONIDAS PRINGLE 
Bossy 

Mrs. OLIVER 
Mrs. Mraes 

Mrs. Murpuy 
Mrs. ScHustER 
Mr. NEwron 

Boy 

ATTENDANT 

lst CUSTOMER 
OrHEerR CusTOMERS 


Time: Saturday afternoon. 
Serrine: The checkout counter at the 


Superduper Supermarket. There are 
two checkout stands, and behind them 
are shelves displaying groceries. There 
ts a food sample booth at one side, with 
a sign above it reading “Mother 
Dracula’s Homemade Tomato J uice— 
Free Samples Today.” In front of 
one checkout counter is a ballot boz, 
marked “Vote for Miss Checkout.” 


At Ruse: Customers bustle across 


stage with pushcarts laden with gro- 
ceries. Some examine products on 
shelves. ATTENDANT, an attractive 
girl, stands at food sample booth. Boy 
takes a free sample from ATTENDANT, 
drinks quickly, leaves cup on counter, 
and exits. ist CusToMER, a meek 


little man, passes the booth. ATTEND- 
ANT smiles, offers him a paper cup. 
Ist CusToMER smiles embarrassedly, 
drinks, and fumbles with the cup for a 
few moments. ATTENDANT walks to 
the other end of the counter to con- 
verse with Custommers. Ist Cus- 
TOMER searches for a suitable dis- 
posal place for the cup. He looks at the 
counter, shakes his head, and crushes 
the cup in his hand. Finally, he re- 
moves his hat, makes certain that no 
one ts looking, puts the cup in his hat, 
returns the hat to his head, and exits. 
SaLLy Fooarty, an attractive young 
woman, stands behind one checkout 
counter, busily ringing up Mrs. 
Murpuy’s groceries on cash register. 
Boppy and Mrs. OLIver are in line 
behind Mrs. Murpuy. MABE. 18 
ringing up groceries for Mrs. Mnaes 
at the other counter. 


Sautiy (Ringing up final item): There, 


Mrs. Murphy! That'll be thirteen 


forty-five. 


Mrs. Murpuy (Nodding): And I don’t 


know what to do with that husband 
of mine. He’s certainly changed 
since I married him. 


SALLY (Patwnily): Thirteen forty-five, 


please. 


Mrs. Murpnuy: He used to call me 


“Hon” and “Dearie” and all those 
pretty names. (Sighs) Now, he 
complains about everything. What 
should I do about him? 





Satiy: Well, I don’t know. I’m not 
married Why don’t you do some- 
thing extra nice to please him? 
Maybe a special dish for dinner. 

Mrs. Murpuy: Hmm, I never thought 

P of that. 

Satty: Something like corned beef 
and cabbage. 

Mrs. Murpnuy: That might do the 
trick! His mother used to cook that 
for him all the time. (Suddenly) Yes, 
that might work! I'll get some 
corned beef right now! (Pushes back 
past Mrs. Oxiver and Bossy and 
exits.) 

Sauxy (Calling after her): Mrs. Murphy, 
your groceries! (SALLY brushes hair 
from forehead, places Mrs. Murruy’s 
groceries in pushcart and wheels them 
away from counter. Bossy steps for- 
ward, places box of cereal on counter.) 

Mrs. Oxtver: That’ll be all, Sally. 

Satty: Only one box of cereal, Mrs. 
Oliver? 

Mrs. Outver (Nodding): I shopped 
last night, but Bobby wanted this 
breakfast cereal. 

Bossy (Anziously): May I have it 
now, Ma? May I open it now, Ma? 
(Mrs. OLIVER nods, gives money to 
Satty. Bossy quickly grabs the box, 
tears open the top, showers passing 
customers with cereal. He pulls a 
whistle from the box.) It’s only an old 
whistle. 

Mrs. OLIver (Sadly): It’s always like 
this. I’ve bought twenty boxes of 
Crunchies in the past two weeks. 


Bossy: I want Captain Lightning’s 


magic ring! It’s in one of the 
Crunchies boxes. (Sighs) But I al- 
ways get a whistle or an old doll or 


junk like that. (Turning) Let’s buy 
another one! 

Mrs. Outver: No, Bobby. I’ve spent 
next month’s cereal money on 
Crunchies already! (Smiles at SALLY) 
I hope you don’t mind the mess. 

Sauxy: It’s all right, Mrs. Oliver. I’ll 
clean it up. (Mrs. Outver and 
Bossy exit. Bossy blows whistle. 
SALLY straightens her counter. Boy 
enters. He crouches very low to dis- 
guise his height. He walks quickly to 
the free sample counter, receives a cup 
of tomato juice from the ATTENDANT, 
drinks it hurriedly as ATTENDANT 
eyes him suspiciously, and exits. At 
the same time, MABEL carefully puts 
Mrs. MeaeGs’ purchases in a paper 
bag.) 

MaBEt: There you are, Mrs. Meggs. 
Everything’s all ready. 

Mrs. Meaes: Thank you, Mabel. 
(She lifts package. The bag is torn at 
the bottom and the groceries remain on 
the counter. Mrs. Mecas stares at 
the empty bag in her arms.) Well, I 
never! 

Mase : Oh, I’m sorry! 

Mrs. Mece6s: At least I lost the gro- 
ceries at the checkout counter. Usu- 
ally, the bag doesn’t break until I’m 
ready to step into my car. (SALLY 
leaves her counter and goes to help 
MABEL.) 

Sauity: I'll fix them, Mrs. Meggs. 
(Puts groceries in another bag) 

Mrs. Meces (Smiling): Thank you, 
Sally. You’re always so helpful. 
(While Sauuy fills the shopping bag, 
Mrs. Meces walks to ballot box. She 
writes on small sheet of paper and 
puts it into ballot box. She returns to 
counter, nods knowingly at SA..y, 





takes her groceries and exits. MABEL 
smiles appreciatively.) 

Masset: I don’t know, Sally. You cer- 
tainly have a magic touch. 

Satiy: I like to please people, that’s 
all. 

Maseu (Points at ballot box): It’s 
going to pay off soon. Just imagine. 
The votes are going to be counted 
tonight! 

SaLxy: It is exciting. 

Mase: Exciting? Evcryone knows 
that you'll win the Miss Checkout 
title, hands down! 

Satty: I don’t know. Remember, 
there are ten Superduper Super- 
markets all over town. There are a 
hundred checkout attendants eli- 
gible for the prize. And another 
thing —there’s a judge who must 
approve the winner. If she doesn’t 
get his vote, then the prize goes to 
the girl with the next largest number 
of votes. 

MasBeE.: That’s only a formality! You 
deserve the prize. And what a prize! 

SALLY (Dreamily): Two weeks, all ex- 
penses paid for two, at Lake Sur- 
prise. 

Mase.: Yes, up in the Adirondacks. 
Everyone in town has voted for you. 
It’s in the bag. 

Satty (Laughing): So were Mrs. 
Meggs’ groceries! I’m going to be 
as nervous as a cat when that judge 
gets here. Do I look all right? 

Mase: Are you kidding? If I looked 
like that, I wouldn’t be giving out 
blue stamps. All the men go for 
you. Now, when they look at me, 
they stare romantically into my big, 
blue eyes and ask: “How much is 
the chuck roast today?” 


Sat.iy: Don’t worry, Mabel, your Mr. 
Right will come along some day. 

Mase: I doubt that. But look at 
you! You have two of them! 


Satty: Herman and Timothy? 


MaseE.: Yes, two handsome he-men. 


Sauiy: I don’t know. Of course, they 
are nice boys, but —I really don’t 
know. 

MaBeE.: What’s the matter with you? 
Herman Schlitz is manager of the 
eggs and dairy division. He has a 
bright future. And Timothy Kelly, 
fancy vegetables manager. (Dream- 
ily) He could mash my turnips any 
day! 

Sau.y: Please be serious. I like Her- 
man and Timothy, but I don’t want 
to marry either one of them. All 
they do is fight. 


MasBeE.: That’s the truth — and they 
fight over you. Only last week, 
Herman hit Timothy with a dozen 
of his freshest eggs. Then Timothy 
bashed a crate of tomatoes over 
Herman’s head. Mr. Newton warned 
them that if they had one more 
fight he’d fire both of them. 


Satiy (Nodding): I know. If they’re 
not careful, they’li be looking for 
new jobs. (Bonny rushes in, waving 
a dollar.) 

Bossy: I found a dollar! 
dollar! 

Satiy: Good, Bobby! Where did you 
find it? 

Bossy (Slowly): Er—in my piggy 
bank. I’m going to buy some more 
Crunchies! 

Satiy (As Bossy exits towards aisles) : 
But, Bobby, your mother might be 


angry. 


I found a 





Maseu: The kids really go for the 
prizes in the breakfast cereals. If it 
isn’t blue stamps and prizes, it’s 
premiums and sweepstakes. I don’t 
think anyone cares what he eats 
these days. (Looks to right and left) 
Oh! Oh! Here come Timothy and 
Herman. Get ready for trouble! 
(Trmorpy KeEtuy enters right. He 
carries several heads of lettuce. Hmr- 
MAN Scuuirz enters left, carrying a 
crate of milk bottles. They glare at 
each other. Sauiy-and MABEL return 
to counters.) 2 

Trworny: Well, weli, Herman Schlitz! 
And how is the big butter and egg 
man today? 

Herman (Fiercely): Button your lip, 
Timothy Kelly, before I paste you 
with one of your heads of lettuce! 

Toray: Is that so? 

Herman: Yes, that’s so! (As they talk, 
they walk towards Say.) 

Say: Hello, boys. 

Trworuy: Hello, Sally. I wanted to 
ask you something, but it looks as 
though there’s some unwanted com- 
pany around. (Gestures at HERMAN) 

Herman (Angrily): It just so happens 
that I have something to ask her, 
too. (Sweetly) Sally, next Saturday 
there’s a swell dance at the German- 
American Hall. 

Timorny: What a coincidence! The 
Gallant Sons of Erin are holding 
their annual hop on Saturday night 
and Miss Sally Fogarty is going with 
me! 

HerMan: Over my dead body! 

Timoruy (Raising heads): Thanks for 
the suggestion. (HERMAN places milk 
crate on floor and reaches for a bottle 
of milk, while Trmoruy threatens him 


with the heads of lettuce. SALLY leaves 
counter and separates them quickly.) 

Sau.y: Boys, boys! You’re acting like 
children! 

Trworny (Gesturing): Why can’t he 
mind his own business? 

Herman: I’ve a right to ask her to the 
dance, onion-head! 

Timotny: Go stick your face in — 
cottage cheese! (Trmoruy and HEr- 
MAN face each other again, ready to 
jight. Sauiy moves between them.) 

Sautty: This is disgraceful! I didn’t 
say that I’d go with either of you — 
and I won’t! I’ve never been so 
ashamed. (To Mase.) Please 
watch my counter. (She exits quickly. 
MaBget shakes fist angrily.) 

Mase: Now you’ve done it, you big 
lugs! (She goes over to them.) 

Timotuy (Innocently): What’s the 
matter with Sally? 

Herman: Yes, what’s wrong? 

Massz.: No girl wants two men fight- 
ing over her. What am I saying? 
(Suddenly) Yes, it’s true! If you 
fought over me, I wouldn’t go out 
with you, either! 

Herman (70 Trworny): It’s all your 
fault. 

Timotxy: Why don’t you stay in your 
department with all the other cheeses 
and leave Sally and me alone? 

Masset (Chiding): There you go again. 
(Confidentially) Listen, boys, I’ll tell 
you something. 

Herman: Yes? 

Trworuy: What gives? 

Masst: Sally has another admirer. 

Herman: You're kidding! 

Timortuy: She’s daffy about me! 

Masew: Don’t fool yourself, buster. 
(Sighs) Her admirer is a perfect 





gentleman. You’d never find him 
fighting like a ruffian. No, sir! He’s 
courteous and gallant and wonderful 
and kind and generous. 

HERMAN (Waving hands): Stop! I’ve 
heard enough! 

Timoruy (Demanding): Who’s the Joe? 
I’ll bash his head in! 

Mase: You’d better not try anything 
with him, Timothy Kelly. He was a 
champion wrestler in college. 

Trmotuy: There’s not a man around 
who frightens Timothy Kelly! 

Maset: I still think he might knock 
you on your fancy vegetables! 
(Nods) Yes, Sally’s really sold on 
him. Now if I were you, I’d stop 
fighting each other and think of a 
way to win her back. Then Sally 
could decide on one of you. 

Herman: You might have something 
there. 


Timorny: It’s a chance. 
Herman: Who is the guy? 
MaBeE. (Slyly): I’m not going to tell 


you. Let’s call him “the secret 
admirer’! (HERMAN extends his hand 
to Timoruy, who pumps it heartily. 
SALLY enters and watches in amaze- 
ment.) 

HerMAN: This will call for strategy, 
Tim. 

Trmoruy: We’d better put our heads 
together, Herman, old boy. 

MaBgeEv: Then you might come up with 
one brain! (HERMAN and TiImoTHY 
exit, talking seriously. SauLy joins 
MABEL.) 

Sauiy: Am I seeing things? Were they 
shaking hands—or Indian wres- 
tling? 

Maseu: They’re the best of friends 


now, and you have little Mabel to 
thank for it. 

Satiy: What did you tell them? 

Mase (Grinning): I told them that 
you have a secret admirer and that 
they’d better come up with some 
good ideas if they intend to hold 
you. Wasn’t that clever? 

Sauty: Clever? Mabel, you’re a 
genius! (Suddenly) Oh, dear! 

MaBeE.: What’s the matter? 

Satty: Where am I going to find a 
secret admirer? 

MaBet: We'll worry about that when 
the time comes. After all, I can’t 
think of everything. (Mr. NEwrTon, 
the general manager, enters. He is 
nervous and pompous. He clucks with 
exasperation and approaches girls.) 

Newton: You’re wasting time, girls! 
Get back to your posts! (Claps 
hands quickly) 

MaBEL: We’re sorry, Mr. Newton. 

Newton: As general manager of this 
store, I must see that you are busy 
little bees—for the honor and 
glory of the Superduper Super- 
market chain! (Bows head reverently) 

Sauy: Yes, sir! (NEwrTon claps hands 
again and exits. Satty and MABEL 
step behind their counters. BoBBy 
rushes in, waving three boxes of 
cereal. He places them on Sauy’s 
counter. ) 

Bossy: Ring these up, please, Miss 
Fogarty. (SatLy works cash register, 
accepts: his dollar and returns his 
change. Bossy rips the tops off the 
three boxes, spills cereal. He pulls 
out a small picture from each box.) 
There’s nothing but some old pic- 
tures in’ these boxes. (Looks at pic- 
tures) Marilyn Monroe! Sophia 





Loren! 
other! 
them? 

Satiy (Smiling): You have a lot to 
learn, Bobby. 

Bossy: Well, I still have forty cents. 
I’m going to try again! 

Satity: But, Bobby — (She tries to 
catch his arm, but he darts away, 
exits. Satty turns to MABEL.) 
Please watch the counter for me. 
(MABEL nods.) I’d better keep my 
eye on Bobby before he opens every 
box of Crunchies in the store. (She 
exits. MABE busies herself tidying 
her counter. Boy enters. He walks on 
tiptoe and his cap is pulled down 
low. He takes a cup of tomato juice 
from ATTENDANT, drinks quickly, 
and exits. ATTENDANT watches him 
wonderingly. ‘Trmoruy enters. He 
walks to SALLY’s counter and looks 
around.) 

Trmotuy (Calling): 
Where’s Sally? 

Mase: She’s around 
She’ll be right back. 

Toray: I wanted to talk to her with- 
out that Herman pest around. 

Mase. (Smiling): Worried about the 
secret admirer? 

Trworny: That’s right. If I ever get 
my hands on him — (Clenches his 
fists) You know, I’ve battled with 
Herman for a long, long time, but 
now it’s different. I don’t like the 
idea of a stranger stepping in, that’s 
all. 

Mase. (Sighing): It must be nice for 
a girl to have two fellows ga-ga over 
her. (Trmmorny goes to MABEL’s 
counter.) Don’t get me wrong, 
though. I’m not jealous or any- 


Gina Lolla-somebody-or- 
Who’d want pictures of 


Hey, Mabel! 


somewhere. 


thing like that. Sally’s a swell girl 
and she deserves all the good breaks. 

Trmoruy: She’s lucky to have a friend 
like you. You know, Mabel, you’re 
not half bad. 

Maset (Glumly): Thanks a lot. 

Trworny: No, I’m serious. There’s 
something about you — maybe it’s 
the way the light from the frozen 
fish counter shines on your hair — 
or the sparkle in your cheeks from 
drinking Mother Dracula’s Home- 
made Tomato Juice. I don’t know. 
(Shakes head quickly) What am I 
saying? 

MaBet: Don’t stop! 
stop! 

Timotuy (Softly): You’re going to 
meet a nice guy some day, Mabel —- 
somebody who'll realize that you’re 
a swell girl. And if he doesn’t treat 
you right, I’ll beat his brains out. 
(Clenches fists) 

Mase: Timothy, that’s the nicest 
thing anyone’s ever said to me. (She 
leans against the counter, misses the 
ledge, and almost falls. ‘Timoruy 
catches her arm.) 

Trwotuy: I’d better get back to fancy 
vegetables before old man Newton 
comes along. Take it easy. (He turns 
again, smiles, and exits. MABEL 
smiles ecstatically and rubs her arm 
where Timotuy touched it. SA.uy 
enters. She returns to her counter.) 

Sauiy: Bobby got away. I’m afraid 
to think what he’ll do to the break- 
fast cereal counter. (CusTOMERS 
line up at counters, and SAauuy and 
MABEL begin checking out groceries. 
Mr. PRINGLE enters. He is a little 
man tn tortoise-shell glasses, an over- 
coat, and a derby which is several 


Please don’t 





sizes too large for him. He walks awk- 
wardly. NEWTON enters, sees PRINGLE, 
goes to him, and pumps his hand. 
Sauiy and MaBgEt keep working.) 

Newton (Beaming): Mr. Pringle! Wel- 
come to our Superduper! (PRINGLE 
makes a gesture of silence.) 

PrinGLe: Hush, Mr. Newton. No one 
is supposed to hear my name. I’m 
here on a special mission. 

Newton: Mission? 

PRINGLE (Nodding): You know that 
our market chain is running the 
Miss Checkout contest. 

Newton: Oh, yes, it ends today. 
(Gestures at Satuy) Everyone feels 
that our Miss Fogarty stands an 
excellent chance. 

PRINGLE: It’s always been a Super- 
duper Supermarket policy to ap- 
point a judge to give the final ap- 
proval to the lucky candidate. 
Superduper can never be too sure. 

Newton (Dramatically): Never! 

PRINGLE: That’s why I’m here. 
the judge this year! 

Newton: Such a tribute! 

PRINGLE: Yes. The board of directors 
thought I’d be the right man for the 
job. At least, my wife thought so. 
She’s the president’s sister, you 
know. 


I’m 


NEwrTon: I see. 


PRINGLE: Of course, no one must know 
that I am the judge. 


Newton: To be sure! 


PRINGLE: I’d like to walk around for a 
little while and observe the clerks in 
your store. I want to study all the 
contestants. 

Newton (Dramatically): Your mis- 
sion will be treated in the strictest 
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of confidence. The facilities of 
our Superduper Supermarket are at 
your disposal! 

PrinGLE: Thank you, Mr. Newton. 
I’ll be glad to tell the president 
about your courtesy. 

Newron: Ah, you are too kind! (Mus- 
ing) A favorable word to the presi- 
dent — how generous! (Bows gal- 
lantly and exits. PRINGLE slowly 
walks towards Sau.y’s counter. She 
finishes checking out a customer. He 
smiles timidly at her. She returns 
his smile. He tips his hat, drops it, 
retrieves it, places it backwards on his 
head, returns it to the proper position, 
steps back, trips over milk crate, 
quickly recovers himself and exits.) 

MaBgE.: Who’s that? 

Satty: I don’t know. 
friendly enough. 

Mase: You certainly have some 
strange power over men. 

Sauty: Oh, Mabel! He’s just a nice 
little man. Very friendly! (MABEL 
snaps her fingers.) 

Mase: Friendly! That’s it! 

Sautiy: What are you talking about? 

MABEL: Your secret admirer! 

Sauty: Don’t be silly. I don’t even 
know his name. 

MaBeE.: Yes, but Timothy and Her- 
man aren’t aware of that. (Leaves 
counter) Watch my station, please. 

SaLLy: Where are you going? 

MasgEL: I’m going to introduce the 
secret admirer to the boys. 

Satty: Herman? Timothy? Oh, no! 

Mask: You want those guys to stop 
fighting about you, don’t you? 

Sauiy: Yes, but — 

Mase: Then this little fellow is the 
answer to our prayers. See you later. 


He seemed 





Sauty: Please, Mabel (MABEL 
exits. Sauty raises her hands in a 
helpless gesture. Mrs. ScHusTER 
enters. She is distraught.) 

Sautxy: Hello, Mrs. Schuster. 

Mrs. Scuuster: Oh, Sally! 
rible — terrible! 

Satty: What’s the matter? 

Mars. Scuuster: I was here this morn- 
ing and — I’m sure I left them here. 

Sauty: Did you lose something? 

Mrs. Scuuster: Yes, yes! It’s like a 
nightmare! 

Sauuiy: Your wallet? 

Mrs. Scuuster (Shaking head): Much 
worse than that. Oh, please tell me 
whether you found them. I must 
have them, I tell you — I must have 
them! 

Sau.y: If you’d only tell me what you 
lost — 

Mrs. Scuuster (Sobbing): My blue 
stamps! Ten dollars’ worth of blue 
stamps that I got for my groceries 
this morning! 

Sauiy (Relieved): Oh, Mrs. Schuster! 
(Reaches beneath counter and brings 
out stamps) I found these extra 
stamps on my counter. They must 
be yours. (Mrs. ScHusTeR grasps 
stamps eagerly, fondles them.) 

Mrs. Scuuster: My stamps! Oh, 
bless you, Sally! I’ve been saving 
blue stamps for six years now. 
(Waves stamps triumphantly) Now I 
have enough to get the thing I’ve 
always wanted. 

Sauty: I’m happy for you. What are 
you going to get? 

Mrs. Scuuster (Beaming): That’s my 
little secret. I’m going to redeem 
the stamps now. I’ll show you my 
gift when I get back. Thank you, 


It’s ter- 
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thank you, dear girl! (She ezits, 
mumbling) Six years, six years. 
(Sauiy sighs. Mr. PRINGLE enters. 
He studies Sau.y for a moment, nods 
his head. She turns and recognizes 
him. He smiles awkwardly and ap- 
proaches her.) 

PRINGLE: I beg your pardon, miss. 

Sau.y: Yes, sir? (PRINGLE takes pencil 
and notebook out of coat pocket and 
makes notes.) 

PRINGLE: Your name, miss? 

Sauuy: Fogarty. Sally Fogarty, but I 
don’t see — (He waves hand.) 

PRINGLE: It’s all right. Your address, 
please. 

Sauuy (Uncomfortably): I don’t give 
my address to strangers. 

PrInGLE (Flustered): Goodness, it’s 
nothing like that. It’s merely a 


formality. I’m always asking young 
ladies for their — ah — addresses! 
Sautty (Coldly): I beg your pardon! 


(MABEL enters. SALLY turns again to 
Mr. Prince.) Excuse me for a 
moment. I’d like to speak to that 
girl. (Goes to Mase.’s counter. 
PRINGLE continues to write in note- 
book.) 

Mase: What’s the matter? 

Sauiy (Low): That little man. He — 
he has me worried. 

MaseE.: What about him? (Glances at 
PRINGLE) He looks all right to me; 
that is, if you don’t look too long! 

Sauiy: He’s asking a lot of questions. 
My name and address — 

MABEL: Maybe he wants a date. 

Sauuy: Oh, heavens! What shall I do? 

Mase : I think it’s wonderful. 

Satty: Wonderful? (She turns and 
PRINGLE smiles politely.) 








Mase : Listen! I told you that I’d 
make Herman and Timothy jealous. 
Well, I spoke to them about your 
secret admirer. I said that he was in 
this store — this very minute! 

Sauiy: That’s terrible! What shall I 
do if they start looking for him? 

Masex: You don’t have to pretend. 
(Gestures at Prineite) Providence 
sent us a man. 

Satiy: He — he — my secret admirer? 

Mase : Why not? 

Sauiy: I couldn’t do that. 

Mase : The fellows are furious. They 
had murder in their eyes. They 
even forgot about their personal 
feud. If they think that that guy is 
your admirer, they’|l take him apart. 

Sauiy: They’ll murder him! I must do 
something — that little man must 
leave the store! (Returns to her 
counter. Awkwardly, PRINGLE tips 
his hat, almost loses his glasses. 
SALLY smiles weakly. She nods to 
him, confidentially.) Look, you should 
go home now. (MABEL watches.) 

PRINGLE: Go home? 

Satiy: Yes, we’re going to close in a 
little while. 

PRINGLE: Why, it’s only two o’clock. 
Superduper doesn’t close until six. 
Sauiy: We have them all fooled. The 
president of the company is in 
Florida, so we all take off at three. 

Isn’t that funny? 

PRINGLE (Uncomfortably): Most amus- 
ing! (Jots in notebook) Does Mr. 
Newton know that everyone leaves 
at three? 

Satiy: Of course! 
first to take off! 


He’s always the 


PRINGLE (Musing): Yes, very interest- 
ing. But— but I haven’t finished 
my shopping. 

Sauuy: Oh, that’s all right. There’s a 
new supermarket down the street. 
They have the best products in 
town! 

Princie: A new market? 

Satiy (Nodding): Krinklemeyer’s. Oh, 
it’s a lovely place. Their groceries 
are better than ours. 

PRINGLE: I must remember that. (Jots 
in notebook) Are you always so 
courteous to customers? Do you 
always recommend that they shop 
at Krinklemeyer’s? 

Satiy: Oh, yes. They’re having a 
special sale this week. Three pounds 
of salami for only ninety-eight 
cents! 

PRINGLE (Nodding): I’m sure that the 
president of Superduper will be glad 
to hear that. 

SauLy (Quickly): Oh, yes! There are 
such wonderful bargains. Much 
more than — (Stops suddenly) What 
did you say? 

PRINGLE (Confidentially): The presi- 
dent. You see, I’m his brother-in- 
law. 

Satiy: His brother-in-what? Oh, no! 
(Grips counter for support) 

PRINGLE (Nodding): And I’m in- 
trigued by all that you told me. 
Krinklemeyer’s? I never knew that 
they undersold Superduper Super- 
markets. 

Satiy (Weakly): No, no — 

PRINGLE: I wasn’t interested in gro- 
ceries, anyway. I am the judge of 
the Miss Checkout contest. Natu- 
rally, I was given your name as a 
likely candidate, and I decided to 





conduct a routine investigation and 
— (SALLY waves her hand) 

Satty: Please, please don’t tell me any 
more. (7'urning) Mabel! Mabel! 
(MABEL rushes to SALLY’s counter.) 

Mase: Sally! You look terrible! 
Are you going to faint? 

Satty: I—I wish I could. (Gestures) 
This this is the president’s 
brother-in-law. I told him to go to — 
go to Krinklemeyer’s! (Turns to 
PRINGLE) Please, let me explain. 

PRINGLE: An explanation would be 
most interesting, Miss Fogarty. I’m 
a little troubled oy your lack of 
company spirit. It would not be be- 
fitting for a Miss Checkout winner 
to recommend a competitor’s market. 

Mase : It’s all my fault! There are 
two men working in this store and — 
(Trmorny and HerMan enter. Her- 
MAN carries a container of whipped 
cream and two eggs. Timotuy has a 
bunch of celery and several ripe 
tomatoes.) 

Timortuy (Pointing to PRinGuE): There 
he is, Herman, my boy! 

Herman: Right, Timothy, old friend! 
Let’s fix him. (As SaLiy and MABEL 
protest, they grab PRINGLE and swing 
him around.) 

Trwotuy (Pointing at Satuy): Don’t 
you know that you’re annoying this 
young lady? 

HERMAN: What’s the idea? 

PRINGLE: Gentlemen, I — 

SALLY: Please, boys! 

Trworny (Gallantly): Stay out of this, 
Sally. We won’t let this character 
mistreat you! (Waves celery under 
PRINGLE’S nose) I’ll show you! 

Herman: I saw him first! (HERMAN 
and Timotny begin a tug of war over 
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PRINGLE. PRINGLE’s derby falls to 
the floor. As he stoops to retrieve it, 
Trmotuy hits him over the head with 
the celery. HERMAN drops the two eggs 
into PRINGLE’s hat. PRINGLE puts 
his hat on his head. Sauuy hides her 
face on Mapegv’s shoulder.) So you 
like the ladies, eh? Well, they should 
really go for this instant whipped 
cream. (Squirts whipped cream at 
Prince) There! Now you look 
like a real sweet sugar daddy! 

Trwotuy: He looks so pale! Here! 
This will give him a little color. 
(Squashes ripe tomatoes on PRINGLE’S 
face. PRINGLE sputters and flails his 
arms as he tries to wipe his face. 
Newton enters. He looks aghast.) 

Newton: What —what’s going on 
here? 

Trwotny: This man was annoying 
Miss Fogarty! 

Herman: He’s a philanderer, all right! 
(He looks closely at PRINGLE.) 

Newton: Mr. Pringle! What hap- 

pened to you? 


PRINGLE (Sputtering): Take me away 


from these madmen! I want them 
arresved! (Calls feebly) Police! 
Police! They — they tried to mur- 
der me! (Newton shakes fists at 
Timotuy and HERMAN.) 

Newton: I’ll settle with you later! 
(Turning) What do you know about 
this outrage, Miss Fogarty? (SALLY 
tries to speak, but can only shake her 
head.) : 

Mase : Don’t blame her, Mr. Newton. 
Herman and Timothy were always 
fighting over Sally and I told them 
that she had a secret admirer. They 
thought that he was her admirer! 





PRINGLE: The very idea! I never made 
an overture to this young lady. I 
merely wanted to learn whether she 
was a prudent choice as Miss Check- 
out in the event that she received 
the majority of votes. Thank 
heavens I found out in time! 

MaBzEL: But it’s not her fault! 

Timoruy (Surprised): Miss Checkout? 

HERMAN: But you have to believe us, 
Mr. Newton. We thought that this 
man was annoying Sally. 

Newton: You two have constantly 
fought over Miss Fogarty. 

Trmorny (Quickly): Not this time. 
Herman and I came to an agree- 
ment about that. Didn’t we, 
Herman, old friend? 

Herman: Check, Timothy, old buddy! 
(NEWTON waves his hand.) 

Newton: Stop! I don’t want to hear 
another word! 

Trmotny: But we must tell you — 

NeEwrTon (Strongly): Not another word! 

SA.xy: It’s all right, boys. I — I didn’t 
want to go to the Adirondacks — 
much! 

PRINGLE (Angrily): And I’m going to 
report this entire affair to the presi- 
dent. (Waves finger ai Sauxiy) [ll 
teach you to tell me to go to Krinkie- 
meyer’s! (SALLY sobs, exits quickly.) 

Trwotuy: Now she’s crying! 

Herman (To PrinGuz): I’d like to 
paste you again! (PRINGLE steps be- 
hind NEwTon and waves finger.) 


PrinGLE: The president will be very 
angry when he gets my report! 


Newron: Oh, horrors! (Slaps fore- 
head. Mrs. Murpny enters, carrying 
a small package. She looks around.) 


Mrs. Murpuy: Where’s Sally? 
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Trmotruy: She’s out in back, Mrs. 
Murphy. 

Mrs. Murpny: I certainly want to 
thank that dear girl. She told me to 
get corned beef for my husband to- 
night. I called him on ‘the store 
phone and told him about it. (Chuck- 
ling) He was like a little boy. 
(Dreamily) He even promised to 
take me to the movies after dinner. 


Herman (Weakly): Have a nice time. 


Mrs. Murpuy (Gushing): I must tell 
Sally all about it. She’s a wonderful 
girl — a real credit to this store. 

PRINGLE (Quickly): What did you say, 
madam? 

Mrs. Murpny: I said that Sally 
Fogarty is a credit to this store. 
Want to make something out of it? 


PRINGLE: No, no, madam, I assure 
you that I do not! 

Mrs. Murpny: Yes, indeed! I used to 
do almost all my shopping at Krinkle- 
meyer’s until Sally showed me that 
I could save money by shopping at 
Superduper Supermarket. 

Newton (7'0 PRINGLE): Miss Fogarty 
has many, many friends. She’s al- 
ways been wonderful to the cus- 
tomers. 

PrinGLE: But why did she tell me to 
go to Krinklemeyer’s? 

Mase: She didn’t want these two 
fellows to hurt you. That’s what 
I’ve been trying to tell you. 

Timoruy: There’s something that I’ve 
been trying to tell you, Mabel. 

MABEL: I’m not listening, Mr. Kelly. 
(She glares at him. Mrs. SchusTER 
enters, proudly carrying a large, 
gold-embossed, leather-bound volume.) 

Mrs. Scuuster (Ezcitedly): I want to 





show this to Sally at once. Isn’t it 
beautiful? (Displays book) 

PRINGLE (Impatiently): Yes, yes! What 
is it? 

Mrs. Scuuster: Why, it’s a lovely 
gold-embossed, leather-bound stamp 
album. I traded my blue stamps for 
it. I saved them for six years. 

PRINGLE: Are you interested in foreign 
stamp collections, madam? 

Mrs. Scuuster: Oh, don’t be silly! 
No, indeed! The album is for col- 
lecting more blue stamps! 

Newron: More blue stamps? 

Mrs. Scuuster (Nodding): Just think! 
I'll have the finest book of blue 
stamps on the block. (Ezcitedly) 
Mine, I tell you! All mine! (Waves 
book) I got this album, thanks to 
Sally. I lost my stamps this morn- 
ing and she found them for me. It’s 
little things like that that count. 
They mean so much to a customer. 
Well, I'll tell her about it some other 
time. Please thank her for me, Mr. 
Newton. (Starts to exit) 

Newron: To be sure! (Mrs. ScousTer 
caresses album.) 

Mrs. Scuuster: What fun it’ll be to 
save blue stamps for ten years! Why, 
I might even trade them for a 
genuine morocco-bound album! (She 
exits.) 

Mrs. Murpuy (Suddenly): I’d better 
get home before my husband throws 
a fit! Tell Sally I’ll see her soon. 
(She exits.) 

PRINGLE: Amazing! 


Miss Fogarty is 
a@ popular young woman indeed! 
Maset: I could have told you that. 


(SaLLy enters with Bossy. Bossy 
carries a box of Crunchies and proudly 
holds up a ring.) 
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Bossy: Oh, boy! I found the magic 
ring! I got a magic ring! (7'0 SALLY) 
Thanks, Miss Fogarty, I’ll never 
forget it! (SALLY smiles weakly and 
steps behind her counter.) 

MaBEL: It certainly is a beauty, 
Bobby. I’m glad you got it. Now 
we won’t have to sweep up any more 
Crunchies! 

Bossy (Nodding): I was about to give 
up, but Miss Fogarty bought a box 
for me. She said it was a going- 
away present. Well, it was a lucky 
box. The ring was smack inside! 
(To Satty) Why did you call it a 
going-away present? 

Sauiy: I’m leaving the store, Bobby. 
I — I’m leaving today. 

Boppy: You can’t do that. Mom and 
all the other women wouldn’t let 
you do a thing like that. They’d 
stop shopping here! 

Sauiy (Sadly): Please, Bobby — 

Bossy: I’m going to tell Mom! Boy, 
will she be angry! (zits) 

Sauiy (To Newton and PrinGue): I’m 
terribly sorry. If you’ll get someone 
to take my counter, Mr. Newton, 
I'll leave now. 

PRINGLE: Leave? Why, I’ve never 
heard such nonsense! Superduper 
Supermarkets couldn’t get along 
without you. 

SatLty (Slowly): Do you really mean 
that? 

PrinGLE: Oh, yes! The customers 
would have my hide if you left our 
store. I couldn’t show my face 
again. 

Newron: I think that Miss Fogarty 
can be persuaded to stay. 

PrinGue: I’d like everyone to stay. I 
suppose that I acted a little mysteri- 





ous and these gentlemen had every 
right to be suspicious. Alertness! 
Yes, that is what we like at Super- 
duper Supermarket. (70 Newron) 
I suggest that you count the Miss 
Checkout ballots as soon as possible. 
I have to leave in a little while and I 
want to cast my personal vote for 
Miss Fogarty! 

Newton: Yes, sir! 

Princue: After what I’ve seen today, 
I doubt that any other checkout 
girl in the Superduper Supermarket 
chain will receive more votes than 
our Miss Fogarty! 

Mase. (To Sauuy): Oh, Sally, you 
won the contest! 

Satiy: The votes haven’t been counted, 
but it does look good, doesn’t it? 
HERMAN: We’re happy for you, Sally. 
Sauiy: Everything is happening to me 
today. (Jo Maset) I guess I owe 

it all to you. 

MaBeEt: It was nothing. 

Sauty: Nothing? What would I do 
without a friend like you? This 
vacation at Lake Surprise is for two 
and I’d like you to come along with 
me. 

Masset: Are you kidding? 

Sauxy: I’d rather take you than any- 
one else. 

Mase. (Happily): Wow! 

Trwotay (Crossing arms): What about 
us? What are we going to do while 
our girls are away? 


Maseu: You can always go bowling 
or take in a show or — (Stops sud- 
denly) What do you mean your girls? 

Herman: That’s what we’ve been try- 
ing to tell you. 

Trmorny (Nodding): We decided that 
it’s silly to be fighting over one girl. 
(To Mase.) Remember what I told 
you before about that right guy 
coming along? (She nods demurely.) 
Well, I’ve been thinking it over and 
I thought that I— that we could 
get together once in a while when 
you get back from Lake Surprise. 

Mase: You? Me? Oh, Timothy! 

PRINGLE: I propose three cheers for 
our new Miss Checkout! 

Au. (Cheering): Miss Fogarty! Hip, 
hip, hooray! Hip, hip, hooray! Hip, 
hip, hooray! (Boy enters wearing his 
cap and coat turned backwards. He 
walks to free sample counter, where 
the ATTENDANT smiles at him as she 
hands him a cup of tomato juice. Then, 
noticing his strange attire, she beckons 
frantically to Newton, who goes to 
her. In pantomime, she rapidly ex- 
plains, the repeated appearances of the 
Boy. Newron turns angrily to the 
Boy, who finishes drinking, bangs 
cup on counter, and exits quickly with 
Newton chasing him. Everyone 
laughs. Curtain.) 


THE END 


(Production Notes on page 107) 





The Mechanical Maid 


by Virginia Payne Whitworth 


Characters 
Mrs. ABBOTT 
Miss KING 
Mary 
Mrs. Brown 
Mrs. CLARK 
MapaME Dupont 
Mrs. ELuis 

Time: The present. Morning. 

Sertine: The Abbott living room. 
There are windows across the back. 
In front of the windows is a table, set 
for a buffet luncheon. The room has 
a sofa and several chairs. Doors on 
either side lead to the kitchen and to a 
vestibule by the front door. There is a 
telephone on a table. 

At Rise: Near center is a large box, 
wrapped in brown paper. Mary is 
inside the box. Mrs. Aprnotr and 
Miss KiNG are unwrapping the pack- 
age. 


Mrs. Apporr: I’m so glad you could 
deliver this package immediately. 
My maid walked out on me today, 
of all days, just when I’m expecting 
friends for luncheon. 


Miss Kine: We take pride in being 
right up to the minute, with up-to- 
the-minute delivery service, at the 
Modern Mechanical Maid Factory. 

Mrs. Appotr: What a relief it will be 
to have a mechanical maid! My 
other maid was always flying into 
tantrums, on the least little provo- 


cation — and her last tantrum was 
her best. The kitchen is a mess. 


Miss Kine (Taking off the last of the 


wrapping): Mary will take care of it 
for you quickly — and she is guaran- 
teed never to have tantrums. (She 
begins to open box.) There she is, 
fresh from the factory and absolutely 
sanitary. (She opens the front of the 
box completely, revealing Mary, who 
stands stiffly, looking straight ahead.) 

Mrs. Apsotr: Why, it looks almost 
human! 

Miss Kine: It’s even better than a 
human maid. 

Mrs. Asporr: Can it walk? 

Miss Kine: Of course. There’s a 
switch on her back that makes her 
walk. I’ll show you how she works. 
(She reaches behind Mary, as tf to 
turn switch. Mary walks out of box 
stiffly. All her movements are jerky, 
and her face is expressionless. On 
her back is a box with knobs, dials, 
and levers.) That’s fine, Mary. 
(Mary stops.) Come here, Mary. 
(Mary walks to Miss Kine.) Turn 
around. (Mary turns.) Now you 
see, Mrs. Abbott, this switch is set 
to make her come when you call and 
go when you dismiss her. 

Mrs. Assorr: I see. What do I call 
her? 

Miss Kine (Working with dials): Wait 
till I adjust her talking mechanism. 
Now ask her her name. 





Mrs. Assorr (Showing discomfort): 
You mean ask her just as I would a 
real — I mean — anyone? 
Kina nods.) 
please? 

Mary (Jn a mechanical voice): Ma-ry. 


(Miss 
What is your name, 


Mrs. Assorr: Isn’t that amazing! 

Miss Kine (Pointing out parts of mech- 
anism on Mary’s back): Now, you 
see these dials? They’re already set 
for routine duties — front door, 
back door, telephone, dishes, beds, 
daily sweeping, dusting, vacuum 
cleaning, etc. Over here you have 
special duties — heavy cleaning, 
formal dinner, luncheon, afternoon 
tea, late supper, breakfast in bed . . . 

Mrs. Assorr: Breakfast in bed! Oh, 
lovely! I never could get my other 
Mary to do that right. 

Miss Kina (Smiling): You see, Mrs. 
Abbott, this Mary has no will of her 
own. 

Mrs. Asporr: Of course. I keep for- 
getting. She looks so real. I almost 
hate to talk about her or stare at her. 

Miss Kina: She doesn’t mind in the 
least. 

Mrs. Asport (Examining the controls) : 
Everything’s marked so plainly, I 
don’t see how I could make any 
mistakes. Can she be set for serving 
a buffet luncheon? 

Miss Kine: Certainly. (She adjusts a 
couple of knobs.) I gather you’re 
expecting your guests soon. 

Mrs. Assorr: Yes, they’ll be coming 
in a few minutes. 

Miss Kina: Well, there are a few more 
things I must go over with you, but 
perhaps ' could drop by later this 
afternoon. 
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Mrs. Aspsorr: Oh, do. Maybe I’ll 
have some more customers for you, 
if Mary does a nice job. 

Miss Kine: I'd appreciate that, Mrs. 
Abbott. Let’s see; turn around, 
Mary. (Mary turns her back toward 
Miss Kino.) I’ll set her to call you 
by name. (Turning a knob) A-B- 
B-O-T-T. Just call her, Mrs. 
Abbott. 

Mrs. Assorr: Mary! 

Mary (Mechanically): Yes, Mrs. Ab- 
som. 

Miss Kine (Laughing): Oh, I don’t 
have that quite right. Just a minute. 
(Adjusts knobs slightly) Now, try her 
again. 

Mrs. Assorr: Mary! 

Mary: Yes, Mrs. Abbott. 


Mrs. Aspsorr: That’s fine. Come here, 
Mary. (Mary comes.) Turn 
around. (Mary turns. Mrs. AB- 
BOTT examines controls.) My! There’s 
just everything here, isn’t there? 
Such fun! 

Miss Kina: Suppose you try her out 
on something a little harder before 
I go. 

Mrs. Assorr: Well, let me see. Mary, 
see who’s at the front door. 

Mary: Yes, Mrs. Abbott. (She walks 
jerkily to the door and exits.) 

Mrs. Aspporr (Peering out after her): 
That’s really not fair, is it? She’s 
opening the door . . . she’s looking 
all around . . . here she comes! 

Mary (Re-entering): No one is there, 
Mrs. Abbott. 

Mrs. Asporr: Amazing! 
seems to think! 

Miss Kine: It’s the photo-electric eye, 
you see. 


She almost 





Mrs. Assotr (Looking at watch): ‘IT 
certainly do thank you for bringing 
her, and if you’ll stopin at my ‘hus- 
band’s office, he'll have a check 
ready. 

Miss Kine: Thank you, ‘Mrs. Abbott. 
(Hands her a pamphlet) Here ‘is' the 
book of instructions : . . oh; ‘and I 
must show you about the Main 
Control Switch. Mary, come here 
... turn around. .. see? ‘(Mary 
follows directions. Miss Kine points 
to switch.) Here it is, the Main 
Control Switch. In case anything 
should go wrong, be sure to pull this. 
You'll get a complete: shut off and 
can set your dials all over again be- 
fore throwing the switch on. 

Mrs. Asporr: I see. That’s easy. 

Miss Kroc: And here are some folders 
to show your friends, with our eom- 
plete listing of models and prices. 
(Hands her folder) 

Mrs. Asport: Good, good. 

Miss Kine: I think you'll get along 
all right if you’ll just’ keep to the 
simpler things until you get used 
to her. 

Mrs. Assort: I will. It’s really a very 
simple luncheon I’m having. 

Miss Kina: Just go over'the items with 
her and get her to repeat them after 
you and you should have no trouble. 
And remember, use the Main Con- 
trol Switch in case of trouble. 

Mrs. Assorr (Looking at controls): I 
see. What’s this little.box with the 
red handle? 

Miss Kine: I was going to tell you 
about that. (7 elephone-rings.) 

Mrs. Apspotr: Excuse me a- minute. 
(Answering phone) Hello? .::. Yes, 


26 


she is. (Jo Miss Kina) It’s for you. 
(Hands her phone) 


Miss Kine (Into phone): Hello .. . 
oh, fine. Yes, I'll pick it up... 
Thanks. (Hangs up) I must run 
along on a rush order. I’!) be back 
around two. Just be sure not to 
touch that little red handle. Thank 
you again, Mrs. Abbott. (She shakes 
hands and leaves.) 

Mrs. Axsporr (Sinking into chair): 
This is exciting. Now, what shall I 
have her do? Uh-mm.. . bring me 
a glass of water, please, Mary. 


Mary: Yes, Mrs. Abbott. (Zzits to 
kitchen) 

Mrs. Axpsorr: Oh, dear, what if she 
breaks my good glassware! I should 
start her off with something easier. 
(Mary enters with a glass of water on 
a tray.) Why, thank you, Mary, you 
chose just the right glass and tray. 
(To herself) What am I saying? She 
doesn’t need to be praised. Come 
here, Mary. Turn around. (Mary 
does so. Mrs. Asporr studies dials.) 
Care of small children, care of teen- 
agers, feeding dogs, cats, canaries, 
pick up papers — that’s a good one. 
Mary, pick up this wrapping paper. 
(Mary does so.) Now put it in the 
box, and carry the box out to the 
back porch. (Mary does so and 
exits.) My but she’s clever. It’s 
amazing what scientists can do these 
days. (Mary returns.) Good! Very 
good! Now, come with me to the 
kitchen, and I’ll tell you about 
the luncheon. I will serve the soup 
at the table from the tureen. I want 
you to arrange the salad plates and 
put out the hot rolls. (Starts out.) 





Mary (As she follows Mrs. Apporr 
out.): Tureen... salad plates... 
hot rolls. (Jn a moment the doorbell 
rings. Mary re-enters, crosses to 
vestibule door, and exits.) 

Mrs. Brown (Off): It’s Mrs. Brown 
and Mrs. Clark. 

Mary (Off): Won’t you come in? May 
I take your things? Step this way, 
please. (They follow her into room.) 
Please be seated. I will tell Mrs. 
Abbott you are here. (Mary ezits 
to kitchen. Mrs. Brown sits at one 
side. Mrs. Cuark looks in mirror, 
arranging her hair.) 


Mrs. Brown: Strange! Alice didn’t 


tell me she was getting a new maid. 
Mrs. CiarK: Something funny about 
her, don’t you think so? 
Mrs. Brown: Rather stiff, yes. Needs 
dancing lessons. I’ve sent my Rosa 


to ballet school. I’m hoping she 
won’t break so many dishes if she 
learns to move properly. 

Mrs. CuiarK: Maybe they’ll make a 
dancer out of her. Then she’ll 
leave you. 

Mrs. Brown: She'll leave sooner or 
later anyway. They all do. (Door- 
bell rings. Mary enters from kitchen. 
Both ladies watch her as she crosses 
to vestibule and exits.) 

Mrs. Criark: She has a lovely com- 
plexion, hasn’t she? 

Mrs. Brown: Too good. Looks like 
enamel. I believe my Rosa spends 
all her afternoons off at the beauty 
parlor. (Murmur of voices from front 
door. Mrs. Axssorr enters from 
kitchen.) 

Mrs. Apsottr: Betty! How are you! 
And Clare! I’m delighted to see you. 
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Mrs. Brown: You're looking well, 
Alice. 

Mrs. Cuark: Yes, isn’t she? 

Mrs. Aszorr: I think I hear Evelyn 
now. She’s bringing Madame Du- 
pont, her friend from Paris. 

Mrs. Brown: Oh, good! I’m dying to 
meet Madame Dupont. 

Mrs. Apsort: And did you notice my 
new maid? 

Mrs. Cuark: Yes! Tell us about her. 
Where did you get her? 

Mrs. Assorr: I'll tell you later. 
(Enter Mary, followed by Mrs. 
Exits and MapamME Dupont.) 

Mary (Announcing): Mrs. Ellis and 
Madame Dupont. 

Mrs. Assorr (Shaking hands): How 
do you do, Madame Dupont? Hello, 
Evelyn. That will do, Mary. 
(Mary exits to kitchen.) Madame 
Dupont, I should like to present my 
friends, Mrs. Brown and Mrs. Clark 
.. . Madame Dupont, of Paris. (As 
they talk, Mary brings in tureen and 
exits.) 

Mrs. Brown: Bon jour, Madame Du- 
pont. 

Mrs. C.LarK: 
aujourd’hui? 

Mrs. Euuts: Hello, girls. 

MapamMge Dupont (With French ac- 
cent): How do you do? You speak 
the French, yes, Mrs. Clark? 

Mrs. Crark: Oh, just a very little. 
(Mary enters from kitchen with five 
small trays and five soup plates, which 
she puts on the table.) 

Mary: Luncheon is served, Mrs. Ab- 
bott. (Mary exits to kitchen.) 

Mrs. Assorr: Will you come to the 
table, girls? (Lapres go to table as 
Mrs. Apporr begins to serve soup. 


Comment allez-vous 





Lapis ad-lib polite comments as they 
come to table and are served. As they 
take their trays, they go to sofa or 
chairs and sit down. Mary enters 
with glasses, napkins, etc., as they 
talk.) 

Mrs. Brown: I don’t see how you can 
get used to this town after Paris, 
Evelyn. 

Mrs. Euuts: I really enjoy the peace 
and quiet after that rush trip we 
made. 

Mrs. Cxiark (70 MapamMe Dupont): 
We are all so happy, Madame Du- 
pont, that Mrs. Ellis could persuade 
you to come back with her. 

MapaME Dupont: Merci beaucoup. 
And I am so-o delightful to be here! 
(LaprEs smile politely.) 

Mrs. Axpporr: How is your husband 
now, Betty? 

Mrs. Brown: Much better, thank you, 
Alice. 

Mrs. Exits: Has he been very sick, 
Betty? 

Mrs. Brown: No, I really think it was 
Rosa’s cooking. She was putting 
spices in absolutely everything! I 
hid the spices, and now Bob feels 
fine. 

Mrs. Cuiark: Tell us about Paris, 
Evelyn. Did you buy a lot of 
clothes? 

Mrs. Exits: I bought a couple of hats 
that will amuse you. Madame Du- 
pont took me to some darling little 
shops. (When Mrs. Assorr has 
jinished serving soup, she takes her 
own tray and starts to go to a chair.) 

Mrs. Assorr (Calling): Mary! (Mary 
enters and stops dead.) You may re- 
move the tureen, Mary. (Mary 
does not move.) Mary, is anything 


the matter? Mary! Come here. 
(Mary is still.) Pardon me a min- 
ute, girls. (Mrs. Aspporr puts her 
tray down, goes to Mary, examines 
control box, and pushes a button.) 
Oh, I see. There. (She takes her 
tray and sits down. Mary gets tureen 
and returns to kitchen.) 

Mrs. Brown: Doesn’t she feel well? 

Mrs. Assortr: Oh, yes, it isn’t that. 
It’s just — that — well.... 

Mrs. Ciark: They all get that way 
sometimes when there are guests 
sort of stage fright. 

Mrs. Exits (To MapamMe Dupont): 
Mrs. Abbott has a new maid — la 
bonne nouvelle, comprenez? 

MapaME Dupont: Oui, Madame, je 
comprends — I understand well. 
La bonne est trés jolie, n’est-ce pas? 
(Mary re-enters with a large tray, 
and goes very quickly from one lady 


to another, removing soup plates.) 
Mrs. Assorr: Mary! Mary, what are 


you doing? We haven’t finished! 
(Mary hurries out to kitchen.) Mary, 
bring those back! Wait! (Mrs. 
ABBOTT jumps up as MARY comes 
back in and takes out several more 
dishes.) Mary! Stop! Oh, dear, 
what shall I do? This is terrible. 
I may as well tell you, girls. She’s 
a Mechanical Maid, and I just got 
her, and I haven’t learned to handle 
her yet. (The others exclaim to- 
gether.) 

Mrs. Brown: Mechanical maid! 

Mrs. CLarK: You mean she isn’t real? 

Mrs. Exiis: What? 

MADAME Dupont: Qu’est-ce que c’est? 
(Mary enters with broom and cloth 
and starts sweeping and dusting under 
the table. The ladies shriek and laugh.) 





Mrs. Assorr: Heavens! Now what? 


I must have pressed the wrong but- 
Where’s the 
(She finds book of direc- 


tons or something. 
booklet? 
tions.) 

Mrs. Brown: Tell us, Alice. 
did you get her? 

Mrs. Assorr (Looking through book, 
reading): Washing, ironing, spring 
housecleaning, luncheons, dinners. 
How on earth do you get her to stop 
working? Oh, here it is — Main 
Control Switch. (Mary is now on 
her hands and knees. Mrs. Apnorr 
works knobs and Mary stops half 
way up. Mrs. Apnorr presses more 
buttons. Reading.) Buffet luncheon, 
second course, resume serving. That 
ought to do it. (Mary rises and 
stands stiffly.) 

Mrs. CLark: Amazing! 


Where 


Mrs. Asport (Very distinctly): Mary,” 


take those cleaning things to the 
kitchen and bring in the next course. 
Mary: Yes, Mrs. Abbott. (She exits 
to kitchen with broom and cloth. 
During the next speeches she brings 
in salad and rolls.) 
Mrs. Brown: Tell us about her, Alice. 
Mrs. Ciark: Are they expensive? 
Mrs. Euuis: Let me see that book. 


MapaMeE Dupont: Ah, your America! 
Quel pays! Quel pays! 

Mrs. Assorr: Here are several book- 
lets. (Passing them around) 

Mrs. Cuiark: Isn’t science wonderful? 

Mrs. Brown: If Rosa leaves I shall 
certainly get one of these. 

Mrs. Exuis (Looking in her booklet): 
Here’s an order blank, girls. It 
says, “List color, size, and height de- 
sired.” 
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Mrs. Ciark: You mean I could have 
pink to match my new kitchen? 
Mrs. Brown: You could have plaid if 
you liked. How is she at making 

beds? (Mary is passing rolls.) 

Mrs. Assorr: I don’t really know. 
She arrived only half an hour ago. 

MapaAME Dupont: Can she speak 
French? 

Mrs. Assorrt: I hardly think so. 

MapaME Dupont: Marie, parlez-vous 
frangais? 

Mary: Un peu, Madame, mais pas 
bien, (Everyone exclaims.) 

MapaME Dupont: Mais, non, Marie, 
vous parlez tr.s bien. 

Mary: Oh, merci, Madame. 

Mrs. Brown: I simply don’t believe 
it. 

Mrs. Exuis (Reading from her book- 
let): It says here, “To keep Me- 
chanical Maid clean, just wipe off 
once a week with a damp cloth. 
Use no scouring powder.” Might 
spoil her delicate complexion, I sup- 
pose. 

Mrs. Cark (Reading from her booklet): 
And listen to this: “If you’re build- 
ing a new home, or changing your 
color scheme, return Mechanical 
Maid to factory. A new paint job 
will be furnished at a reasonable 
cost.” 

Mrs. Asporr: You could have a 
platinum blond if you wanted. 

Mrs. Brown: Heaven forbid! 

MapamMeE Dupont: Your country! How 
I marvel! Always somesing new to 
make easy ze housework! 

Mrs. Exxis: What I don’t understand 
is the French she spoke. 

Mrs. Aspott: Well, you see I ordered 
Type Z-21. (Looks through booklet) 





Oh, here — “Type Z-21, American 
Experimental Model, with a smat- 
tering of several languages.” You 
can get ladies’ maids with French 
accents, or who speak Swedish, 
German, or Japanese. 

Mrs. Ex1is: Do you mean to say she 
can actually speak several lan- 
guages? Mary, kanst du Deutsch 
sprechen? 

Mary: Ja, ja, ich kann . . . auber 
nicht so gut. (She exits to kitchen as 
all gasp and laugh.) 

Mrs. Brown: Oh, I just hate the 
thought of my dull, sulky, old Rosa. 
I wonder if Bob would buy me a 
Mechanical Maid. (She studies 
booklet.) What does Experimental 
Model mean? 

Mrs, Cuiark: They’re very reasonable, 
too, when you consider how much a 
real one eats. 

Mrs. Exuuis: And they’ll never get 
tired — or will they? 

Mrs. Apsortt: How can they, Evelyn? 
They’re made of stainless steel. 
(Mary enters with water pitcher and 
fills glasses.) 

Mrs. Cuark: Will she call us by 
name? Mary? 

Mary: Yes, Mrs. Clark. 

Mrs. Euuis: Mary! 

Mary: Yes, Mrs. Ellis. 

Mrs. Exxis: How on earth .. . ? 

Mrs. Assorr: I set her for that before 
you came. 

Mrs. Ciark: I want to touch her. 
Dare I? Come here, Mary. 

Many: Yes, Mrs. Clark. (Going to her) 
Yes, Mrs. Clark, yes, Mrs. Clark, 
yes, Mrs. Clark — (She continues, 
growing louder.) 
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Mrs. Assporr (Jumping up and run- 
ning around behind Mary): Gracious! 
Something’s gone wrong again! 

Mrs. Cuiark: I’m sorry. I probably 
touched a sensitive spot. 

Mrs. Assorr (Frantically): Where is 
that Main Switch? Oh, here! 

Mary (As switch is pulled): Yes, Mrs. 
Cl — (Silence) 

Mrs. Brown (Getting up): Let me look 
at those switches, Alice. I’m pretty 
good at mechanical things. Hmm! 
(She pokes at several buttons, while 
Mary stands perfectly still.) 

Mary (Moving with sudden jerks, speak- 
ing in a rush as she goes towards front 
door, then turns and rushes towards 
kitchen): At once, sir, yes, sir, five 
dollars and fifty cents, sir, collect, 
the boy is waiting, madam, no an- 
swer, sir, call again, certainly madam 

. . certainly madam. . . . (She 
rushes off-stage and a loud crash as 
of broken dishes is heard.) 

Mrs. Asspotr: Now what? (She runs 
to kitchen.) 

Mrs. Ciark (70 Mrs. Brown): So 
you’re good at mechanical things, 
Betty? 

Mrs. Brown: Well, I can repair iron 
cords. 

Mrs. Exuts: But they don’t talk. 

Mrs. Ciarx: Never mind, Betty. I 
think it was my fault for poking at 
her. 

Mrs. E..is: Maybe she’s ticklish. 

MapamMe Dupont: She is very funny, 
mais non? (Mrs. ABporr re-enters, 
sighing.) 

Mrs. Brown: Much damage done, 
Alice? 

Mrs. Apsorr: Would you believe it? 
All that noise, and only two old 





mason jars broken. I have her 
straightened out now, I hope, .so 
let’s go on with our lunch. I put 
her near an open window to cool 
down. 

MADAME Dupont: This salade, Mad- 
ame Abbott, it is so delicieuse! 

Mrs. Assottr: Thank you, Madame. 
I’m sorry everything’s so hectic. 

Mrs. Brown: Don’t apologize, Alice. 
We’re having a grand time. I’m 
almost too excited to eat. I don’t 
care if they do act up occasionally. 
I want to order one. (She studies 
booklet.) 

Mrs. Ciark (Looking at her booklet): 
It says here they can sew, mend, 
take care of small children. I wonder 
if my husband would let me order 
one. 

Mrs. Appotr: The saleswoman said 
not to open the little box with the 
red handle. Betty, did you touch 
a little box with a red handle? 

Mrs. Brown: I don’t think so. Why? 
(She is writing out an order blank.) 

Mrs. Exuis: Look, Madame Dupont, 
here is one who speaks nothing but 
French. (Shows booklet.) 

MapaMe Dupont (Taking booklet): 
How this is nice! I shall send one 
like this to my sister in Paris! 

Mrs. Cxiark: I just must have one! 
Alice, may I call my husband? 

Mrs. Asporr: Certainly, Clare. The 
telephone is right there by the 
kitchen door. (Thoughtfully) What 
was it Miss King said about that 
little red box? (Mrs. Ciark dials at 
telephone.) 

Mrs. Exuts: Betty, lend me your pen- 
cil. I want to fill out this order 
blank. (She takes pencil and writes.) 


Mrs/ Brown:'I wish I could have six! 

Mrs. Crark (In phone): Hello, 
Charles? Do you know what I want 
for Christmas? . . . Yes, Christmas. 
. . » No, ‘this doesn’t cost half as 
much as that. Alice Abbott has 
one. You'll see... You'll love it.... 
I’m getting it right now, then, 
‘O:K.? Bye-bye! (Hanging up) Let 
me have one of those order blanks. 
~My husband thinks I’ve lost my 
mind. I turned down a new car for 
this. 

Mrs. Exus (Writing): I’m ordering 
the same kind as yours, Alice, 
Type Z-21. (A low humming sound 
has started in the kitchen, gradually 
rising to a strange rhythmic shriek, 
during the next few speeches.) 

Mrs. Brown: What’s that strange 
noise, Alice? 

Mrs. Assorr: I can’t imagine. 
goes cautiously to kitchen.) 

Mrs. CuiarK: Sounds like a jet engine. 
Careful, Alice. (A loud “whish” is 
heard, the lights flicker.) 

Mrs. Brown: Heavens! Something 
went past the window. (LADIES 
jump up with exclamations and crowd 
to look out window.) 

Mrs. Exuis: Look! 
(She points.) 

Mapame Dupont: Oo, la la! 

Mrs, Asporr (Coming back): She’s 
gone! | 

Mrs. Brown: What? 

Mrs. CiarK: Gone! 

MapaMeE Dupont: Qu’est-ce que c’est? 

Mrs.. Exuis: How did it happen? 

Mrs. AssBort: She disappeared 
through the door. Whoosh! Just 
like that. 


(She 


Up in the sky! 





Mrs. Exuis (Looking at book): Alice! 
It says here Type Z-21 is — is an 
An Outer Space Ex- 


experiment! 
periment! 

Mrs. Brown: Outer Space? 

Mrs. CuarK: That maid? 

Mrs. Assotr: The little red box! 
That was it! 

Mrs. Exuis: That’s what put her in 
orbit. 

Mrs. Brown: Was it my fault? 
you think I set her off? 

Mapame Dupont (Puzzled): She flies 
away, the maid? Quel dommage! 

Mrs. Assotr: My lovely new maid! 
(Looks out window, then sinks into 
chatr) 

Mrs. CiarK: She’s just a speck in the 
sky now. 

Mrs. Brown: I’m awfully sorry, Alice. 

Mrs. Assorr: It’s not your fault, 
Betty. If only I hadn’t tried so 
many new things all at once. 

Mrs. Exits (Has been reading, looks 
up joyfully): Don’t worry, Alice. It 


Do 


says here: ‘If by mistake you touch 
the switch marked Orbit, Type Z-21 
is set to return to factory, after 
circling the earth three times. This 
should take about fifty-eight min- 
utes.” 

Mrs. Assorrt: Oh, girls, I’m afraid our 
lunch has been a failure, and I 
wanted it to be so nice. 

Mrs. Ciark: Not a bit, Alice. 

Mrs. Brown: We'll just go back to 
the good old days when the guests 
got busy and helped with the dishes. 

MapaMeE Dupont: Oui! C’est bon! 

Mrs. Euuts: Yes, let’s get the table 
cleared and the dishes washed before 
she gets back. 

Mrs. Brown: Fifty-eight 
That’s not long. 

Mrs. Ciark: Then we can call up 
the factory and have Mary tell us 
all about what it’s like in Outer 
Space! (They hurry off with dishes, 
as the curtain closes.) 

THE END 


minutes. 
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Characters: 7 female. 

Playing Time: 25 minutes. 

Costumes: Mary wears a stiffly starched maid’s 
uniform and cap. On her back is a box with 
knobs, dials, and levers. Miss King wears 
a tailored suit and Mrs. Abbott wears an 
attractive dress. The other ladies wear 
dresses or suits and hats. 

Properties: Box, wrapped in brown paper, 
large enough for a girl to stand inside. 
Pamphlets, broom, and dustcloth. Various 
tableware, including six trays, five soup 
plates, a tureen, a ladle, cutlery for five 

ple, five glasses, a pitcher, and plates. 
lis and salad. 


Setting: A comfortably furnished living room, 
with a sofa and several chairs. There are 
windows across the back. In front of the 
windows is a table, set for luncheon. Doors 
on either side lead to the kitchen and to a 
vestibule by the front door. There is a tele- 
phone on a table. 

Lighting: Lights may flicker towards end, as 
indicated in text. 

Sound: Dishes breaking; a low, humming 
sound which gradually rises to a strange 
rhythmic shriek; a loud whish. 





Cast Up by. the Sea 


(A salty melodrama) 


by Earl J. Dias 


Characters 

Captain Amos Forepeck, a retired 
sea captain 

MIRANDA ForREDECK, his wife 

AZALBA, an orphan girl of fifteen 

PENELOPE ForepeEck., the lovely heroine 

Tuomas T. TROUBLE, the suave villain 

Sipney Scum, an evil lighthouse keeper 

O_p WomMAN 

CoNSTABLE CHECKERBOARD, @ thin, 
elderly man 

ScENE | 

TimE: Evening. 

SerrinG: The home of the Foredecks, in 
a New England coastal town. 

At Rise: MrranbDA FOoOREDECK, spec- 
tacles far down on her nose, is knitting. 
CapraIn ForEDECK rises from an 
easy chair and limps slowly to the 
window. 

Captain: It’s a, cold, wild night. 
Heaven help all sailors on a night 
like this! 

Mrranpa* Don’t be standing too close 
tq the window, Amos. You’ll be get- 
ting a chill, and you know what a 
chill does to your rheumatiz. 

Captain (Rubbing his leg): My rheu- 
matiz has been acting up terribly 
lately, Miranda. (Putting hand to 
ear) Ah, listen to the sea. I tell you, 
Miranda, it’s a-calling to me, a-call- 
ing all the time. Shiver my timbers, 
but when the breakers roar, I think 
of my days on the captain’s deck 


with the salt spray blowing in my 
face! 

Mrranpa (Matter of factly): That’s not 
the sea you hear, Amos. That’s 
Adalea, the hired girl, pouring the 
dishwater down the sink. (There is 
a crash off-stage.) There goes the 
pan on the floor, as usual. Azalea’s 
so clumsy! 

Captain: The sea is a-calling to me just 
the same. 

Mrranpa: Let it call, Amos. 
days at sea are over. 

Caprain (Limping back to chair, where 
he sits with a sigh): F last this blamed 
rheumatiz! (He rubs his leg.) 

Mrranpa: Life is cruel at times, Amos. 
I know it’s your rheumatiz that 
keeps you home here. But if winter 
comes, can spring be far behind? 

Captain: What do you mean? 

Miranda: I mean that handsome 
Jeffrey Jaggers, whom our daughter 
Penelope will some day marry, is 
now captain of your ship. Someday 
he will return with money for us all. 

Caprain: Avast there, Miranda. Jeff- 
rey Jaggers has been gone for two 
years now, and nary a word from 
him. 

MrranDA: Rome wasn’t built in a day. 

CapraiIn: But Thomas T. Trouble, 
who has the mortgage on our old 
homestead, will foreclose soon un- 
less we pay what we owe him. 


Your 





Mrranpa: Mr. Trouble does seem to 
be getting impatient. 

Captain: We'll soon have to man the 
lifeboats, Miranda. 

Mrranpa: But if winter comes, can 
spring be far behind? Mr. Trouble 
has been kind. Does he not allow 
our lovely daughter, Penelope, to 
work at a sewing machine in his 
factory in order to be helping us 
with our finances? 

Caprain (Rubbing leg again): That’ he 
does. 

Mrranpa: But, poor child, she works 
so hard 

Caprain: Her little hands are. worn 
and red. 

Mrranpa: The roses are fading from 
her fresh young cheeks. 

Caprain: And, shiver my timbers, my 
rheumatiz is getting worse every 
day. Of course, Mr. Trouble has 
been telling us that if Penelope will 
agree to marry him, he won’t fore- 
close the mortgage. 

Mrranpa: The child doesn’t seem en- 
thusiastic about such a match. Her 
heart belongs to Jeffrey Jaggers. 

Caprain: Guess she thinks Mr. Trouble 
is just a landlubber. She doesn’t 
seem to warm up to him. But that’s 
the way the tide comes and goes. 

Mrranpna (Rising): Penelope should 
be getting home soon. It’s a long 
day for the child, working as she 
does from seven in the morning to 
eight in the evening at the sewing 
machine. 

Captain: Don’t forget, she has ten 
minutes for lunch. 

Mrranpna: Yes, Mr. Trouble is a 
thoughtful employer. (Sighing) I 
think I’ll have a cup of tex. I’ll call 


Azalea. (Goes to door) Azalea! Some 
tea, please! 

AzALEA (From off-stage): I have the 
water boiling, ma’am. (There is 
another crash.) Oops! (AZALEA ap- 
pears in the doorway. She speaks 
nasally.) You know the cups that 
were on the shelf, Mrs. Foredeck? 

Mrranpa (Expectanily): Yes. 

AzaLEA: Well, nobody’s going to be 
drinking from them again. (She 
giggles.) Leastways, not unless cups 
can be patched up. 

Mrranpa: Azalea, what are we going 
to do with you? Last week you 
broke most of the best china. The 
week before you burned out two 
copper kettles. 

AzALEA (Sniffling and almost in tears): 
I’m just a poor little orphan creature 
without a friend in the world. Even 
the china and the cups aro against 
me 


Mrranna (Resignedly): Get the tea, 


Azalea. (AZALEA exits. MIRANDA 
goes back to table and sits.) What a 
trial she is! 

Captain: She ought to be made to 
walk the plank. 

Mrranpa: Don’t be cruel, Amos. 
She’s just a poor orphan child, after 
all. It’s our duty to help her. (The 
center door opens, and PENELOPE 
FoREDECK, @ pretty girl of eighteen, 
enters, followed by Tuomas T. 
TrovuBLeE. TrovuBLEe has a large 
mustache, is suave, and speaks in 
an unctuous manner.) 

PENELOPE (Wearily as she goes to 
warm her hands at the fireplace): 
Hello, dear Mother. Hello, dear 
Father. (She shivers.) The night is 
cold. 





Captain: Heaven help all sailors on a 
night like this! Good evening, Mr. 
Trouble. 

TROUBLE (Suavely): Ah, good evening, 
Captain Foredeck. And how is your 
rheumatism tonight? 

Caprain: Poorly, Mr. Trouble, poorly. 

TROUBLE (Striking his breast): Alas, I 
am desolated to hear it. If only I 
could share your pain, Captain Fore- 
deck, I would do so willingly. We 
are here on earth to help our fellow 
man. 

Mrranpva: You’re a kindly man, Mr. 
Trouble. 

TrouBLe (7'wirling mustache): Ah, 
you have noticed that, have you, 
Mrs. Foredeck? Yes, I have a heart 
of gold. That is why I walked from 
the factory with the fair Penelope. 
(PENELOPE has removed her cloak 
and is now sitting rather dejectedly 
on the sofa.) Such beauty should be 
accompanied on a night like this. 

Mrranpa: Pray sit down, Mr. Trouble. 
We’re about to have some tea. 

TROUBLE (Sitting at right of table): 
Tea? Yes, of course. I shall be de- 
lighted to sip some with you. 
(AZALEA enters, carrying a tray on 
which are a teapot and two cups.) 

Mrranpba: Get two more cups, Azalea. 
Penelope and Mr. Trouble have 
arrived. 

AzaLEA (Glancing at TROUBLE with 
distaste): Yes, ma’am. 

Mrranpa: But first, give the tea you 
have to Penelope and Mr. Trouble. 
They must be cold, for it is such a 
chill night. (AzALEA sets tray on table, 
pours some tea into a cup, hands it to 
TROUBLE, and, in doing so, spills 
some of it on him.) 


TROUBLE (Jumping up): Ouch! Drat 
the girl! Look what you’ve done! 
(He raises his hand as if to strike her, 
then recovers himself, and smiles.) 
But what am I saying? I apologize, 
my dear friends. Never let it be said 
that Thomas T. Trouble cannot ac- 
cept the small discomforts that 
come to us all. 

Aza.EA (Wailing): You were going to 
hit me, you were. 

TROUBLE: My dear girl, say no more. 
I am appalled by my brief loss of 
temper. 

Mrranpa: Give Penelope her tea, 
Azalea. Mr. Trouble is a good man. 
He wouldn’t hurt a fly. 

AZALEA (Going to PENELOPE): But I’m 
not a fly. (She gives PENELOPE the 
tea.) 

PENELOPE: Thank you, Azalea. (She 
sips.) This tastes so good. I have 
worked so hard today, and I am 
chilled to the very marrow of my 
bones. 

TROUBLE (Meaningfully): You need 
not work so hard, my dear. There 
is, as you know, a way out. I have 
given you my heart. (AZALEA ezits.) 

PENELOPE: But, sir, I am betrothed 
to another. 

TROUBLE (Twirling mustache): Heh! 
Heh! My poor child, do you actually 
believe that your Jeffrey Jaggers 
will ever return? Two years he has 
been gone. It is my opinion that he 
has taken your ship, Captain Fore- 
deck, and claimed it as his own. I 
think we shall never see Jeffrey 
Jaggers again. 

Capratn: Heaven help all sailors on a 
night like this. 





PENELOPE (Shivering): Oh, I am s0 
cold, and so forlorn. 

TrovuB.eE: Did I not offer you a bit of 
wine at the factory, my dear? 
(Twirling mustache) It would have 
warmed your bones. 

PENELOPE (Drawing herself up haugh- 
tily): Sir, lips that touch wine shall 
never touch mine! 

Trovus.Le: Heh! Heh! Admirable! I 
like a woman of spirit. (Jn a business- 
like tone) But let us consider the 
essentials of the situation. I want 
you to know, Captain and Mrs. 
Foredeck, that my heart bleeds for 
you, knowing as I do that I must 
foreclose your mortgage soon. Last 
night, I was awake for hours, sob- 
bing, mind you, sobbing at the 
thought of what I must do. 

Mrranpa: You’re a kindly man, Mr. 
Trouble. 

Captain: Aye, you have a good heart. 

TrovuBLE: Indeed, I have. I pride my- 
self on the fact that the name of 
Thomas T. Trouble has come to 
stand for generosity, compassion, 
and humanity. When I foreclose 
your mortgage, I assure you that 
my heart will be heavy. (He rises 
and strikes his breast.) I will sob, 
literally sob, my good people. But 
(Twirling mustache) it is my duty. 


Caprain: Shiver my timbers, what’s to 
become of us? 


Mrranpa: For us, Amos, it will be 
over the hills to the poor farm. 

PENELOPE: Oh, good Mother! Oh, 
dear Father! Say not so! I shall 
never let them take you over the 
hills to the poor farm. I have my 
work. I shall support you. 


TROUBLE: How noble! How perfectly 
admirable! You are a model of 
feminine virtue and courage, my 
sweet child. Heh! Heh! (Smiling) 
But how can you support your dear 
parents on your wages? 

Captain: What is it you’re paying her 
now, Mr. Trouble? 

TROUBLE: One dollar and seventy-five 
cents a week. I wish I could pay 
more, but for only seventy hours of 
work a week, I just cannot. (Striking 
breast) Mind you, I’d like to. But 
one must do his duty to his business. 

MrrRanpDA: You're a fair man, Mr. 
Trouble. 

Captain: Aye, fair and square. You’ve 
a neat cut to your jib, Mr. Trouble. 

TrouBLe: Thank you. Thank you. 
(He removes a large handkerchief from 
his pocket and wipes his eyes.) For- 
give these tears, but you move me 
by your praise. Of course, I deserve 
it. I am a fair and honest man. (T'0 
PENELOPE) But you see, my dear, 
you can be of little help to your 
parents. 

PENELOPE (Sadly): Alas, was ever a 
girl so plagued by trouble? 

TROUBLE (Quickly): And yet your 
difficulties can disappear like morn- 
ing mist before the sun. Marry me, 
my dear. Then I shall support you 
and your parents in grand style. 

Mrranpa: Bless you for that, Mr. 
Trouble. 

PENELOPE: And you, Father, is it your 
wish that I marry Mr. Trouble? 
Capratn: If you do not, child, then it 
is time for us to man the lifeboats. 
PENELOPE (Bravely, just as AZALEA 
appears in the doorway with another 
tea tray): Very well. I know we can- 





not go on like this. I shall marry 
Mr. Trouble. 

AZALEA (Stunned by the announcement 
and dropping tray on floor): Oh, Miss 
Penelope, you’re not going to marry 
that old codger! 

TROUBLE (Rushing toward AZALEA with 
hand uplifted as though to strike her): 
Drat the girl! What a nasty tongue! 
(Just as he reaches her, he slips on the 
spilled tea, and lands on the floor.) 

Mrranva (Rushing to him): Oh, Mr. 
Trouble, are you hurt? 


AzaLEa: Serve him right if he is. 
(Wailing) He was going to smack 
me, he was! 

Captain: Avast there, girl! Hold your 
tongue! 

TROUBLE (Gelting painfully to his feet 
and forcing « smile): Forgive me 
again. I do nus know what is wrong 
with me today. Usually I am as 
gentle and forgiving as any other 
man on earth. 

AZALEA: You were going to smack me. 


TrovuB.e: Not at all. Not at all. 
Merely a hasty impulse. (He goes to 
PENELOPE, takes her hand, and kisses 
it.) You have made me a happy 
man, my dear. (PENELOPE draws 
back her hand.) Heh! Heh! (Twirling 
mustache) I understand. But love 
will come in time. When you know 
me well, you will love me as every- 
one does. (AZzALEA has begun to clean 
the mess on the floor with a large mop. 
As TROUBLE leaves PENELOPE and 
goes toward center, she swings the 
mop in a wide arc and hits him in the 
seat of the pants.) Ouch! 

AzaLEA (Smiling): Oops! 
didn’t see you. 


Sorry! I 
But you won’t be 


smacking me, I know, because 
you’re so kind. 

TROUBLE: You — (Recovering himself) 
Well, my dear friends, I have a most 
important appointment. (Striking 
breast) To leave you, particularly 
when I have just received the news 
that has made me the happiest man 
in the world, pains me here. But I 
shall return tomorrow morning at 
nine when we shall make the mar- 
riage arrangements. (Blowing a kiss 
to PENELOPE) Farewell, my fair one, 
I shall count the hours, nay, the 
moments, until I see your rosebud 
face once more. Goodbye, my dear 
Mrs. Foredeck. Au revoir, my good 
Captain Foredeck. Till the morrow 
when the sun shall shine brightly 
on us all. (He ezits.) 

Mrranpa: My, doesn’t he express him- 
self beautifully! 

Captain: Aye, he has a fine way with 
words. 

AzaLEa (Swinging mop): I'd really like 
to give it to him with this, I would! 

MrranpDA: Mind your manners, girl! 

AzaubBa: I’m just a poor little orphan 
creature, but I have feelings. I 
don’t like that Mr. Trouble. (She 
exits.) 

PENELOPE: How I hope I have made 
the right decision. Why, oh why, 
does not handsome Jeffrey Jaggers 
return with the ship? 

Mrranpa: What’s done is done, child. 

Caprain (Rising and limping to win- 
dow and looking out): Heaven help 
all sailors on a night like this. 

PENELOPE: Heaven help us all! (Cur- 
tain) 

* . * * * 





ScENE 2 
(To be played in front of curtain) 

TimE: Later that evening. 

Serine: A lonely country road. 

BeroreE Curtain: THoMAS T. TROUBLE 
enters at right. The OLD WoMAN en- 
ters from left. A black shawl covers 
her features. She bends and picks up 
a stick of wood from the ground. 
TROUBLE almost runs into her. 

TROUBLE (Angrily): What are you 
doing here obstructing the road, old 
woman? 

Woman (Jn falsetto): I’m just a poor 
creature, sir, gathering a bit of fire- 
wood to warm my old bones. (Hold- 
ing out her hand) Do you have a few 
cents to aid a poor woman to whom 
life has been unkind? 

TrovusBie: Ah, my dear woman, I weep 
for you. I sympathize with your 


plight. Nothing would give me more 
pleasure than to help you, but, alas, 


business has been bad. I am on the 
brink of poverty. (Sharply) Now get 
along with you. I’m expecting 
company. 

Woman (Timidly): Yes, sir. Sorry, sir. 
(She moves slowly toward lft, but 
does not exit. Instead, unseen by 
TROUBLE, she crouches where she can 
overhear what occurs. TROUBLE gazes 
out into the audience.) 

TROUBLE (Bowing): Ah, my dear 
people, how do you do? (Twirling 
mustache) Congratulate me on win- 
ning the hand of the fair Penelope. 
Irresistible, am I not? (Confiden- 
tially) And between you and me, as 
soon a8 we are married, I shall send 
her foolish father and silly mother 
over the hills to the poor farm. Heh! 
Heh! And here is the cream of the 


jest: In a moment or two, I shall 
meet Sidney Scum, the evil light- 
house keeper. We have a plan that 
will wreck the hopes of that callow 
youth, Jeffrey Jaggers. (Hand to 
ear) But hark! I hear footsteps. 
Sidney Scum approaches. (SipNEY 
Scum enters. He is nasty looking. 
and furtive.) 

Trovus ie: Ah, my dear Scum, I am 
glad you have not kept me waiting. 

Scum: Sidney Scum is always on hand 
if there’s money in it. 

Trovusie: Ah, money. Why cannot 
you be like me, Scum, and pay no 
heed to money at all? My mind is 
always on the higher things of life. 
Heh! Heh! 

Scum: Save that twaddle for the Fore- 
decks, Trouble. Money is all you 
ever think of. 

TrousLe (Striking his breast): My 
dear Scum, you wound me. Only 
my great self-control prevents me 
from sob!ying aloud. 

Scum: Let's get down to business, 
Trouble. It’s cold out here. 

Trovusie: Very well, Scum. Now, is 
everything understood? Jeffrey 
Jaggers” ship is supposed to land 
here in two hours. Of course, the 
Foredeck family know nothing of 
this. (Twirling mustache) Heh! Heh! 
Yes, Scum, my heart bleeds for 
them. I could cry. 

Scum (Impatiently): Save the sobs for 
a rainy day, Trouble. 

Trovusie: Ah, Scum, you are a heart- 
less fellow. But to go on with our 
clever plan — all you have to do is 
to put out the lighthouse light and 
to disconnect the lighthouse horn. 
(Chuckling) Thus, Jeffrey Jaggers 
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and his ship will be wrecked on the’ 


treacherous rocks, and the Foredeck 
fortunes will be blasted into kingdom 
come. Heh! Heh! Heh! 

Scum (With relish): And what a pretty 
sight it will be — that lovely ship 
smashing to bits on the rocks! 

TrovuBLE: Scum, you are incorrigible. 
You are the most thoroughly evil 
man I know. It’s a pleasure to do 
business with you. 

Scum: Thanks for those kind words, 
Trouble. And speaking of business, 
where’s my money? (He holds out 
his hand.) 

TrousB.e: Heh! Heh! Always impa- 
tient, aren’t you, Scum? But what 
are you worried about? Thomas T. 
Trouble’s word is his bond. 

Scum: Skip the chatter, and let’s see 
the color of your money. 

TrousLeE (Reaching into pocket and 
taking out the money): Here it is. 
Scum (Grabbing it and squinting as he 
counts it in the darkness): All right. 
It’s all here. Don’t worry now — 
the ship and Jeffrey Jaggers will be 
in Davy Jones’ locker before the 

dawn. 

TRovuBLE: Scum, you are one of na- 
ture’s noblemen. You warm the 
cockles of my heart. 

Scum (Sarcastically): I’m glad I’ve 
made you happy. Now I must get 
back to the lighthouse. (Chuckling) 
There won’t be a light in sight or a 
horn sounding tonight. 

TrovuB.eE: Ah, Scum, you are a prince 
of good fellows. (Scum exits. Again 
addressing audience) Who says that 
one cannot have his cake and eat it; 
too? You see, my dear people, I 
shall have the lovely Penelope for 


_ Myself, I shall get rid of her tire- 
, Some parents,and I shall cook Jeffrey 
Jaggers’ goose, all in one fell swoop. 
(Taking handkerchief from pocket) 
But, my dear people, it grieves me to 
do it; for I am essentially a tender- 
hearted fellow. Ah, yes, I am a 
kindly man. (Wiping tears from eyes) 
But business is business. Heh! Heh! 
(He twirls his mustache, laughs nastily 
. and exits. The OLD WOMAN emerges 
from her hiding place, walks slowly 
across stage, and also exits.) 
* * * * * 
ScENE 3 

Time: The morning of the next day. 

Serrine: Same as Scene 1. 

Ar Rise: Aza.Ea is busy dusting. She 
looks up, comes to center, and ad- 
dresses audience. 

AzanEA: I’m only a poor little orphan 
creature, but I have feelings. I tell 
you, I don’t like that man Trouble. 
He’s mean; he is. He was going to 
smack me, he was. (Holding up a 
tack) This is a tack, and a sharp one. 
(Giggling) Know what I’m going to 
do? I’m going to put it on the chair 
where Trouble always sits when he 
comes here. He’s coming this morn- 
ing, you know. (Goes to chair and puts 
tack on seat) There. That’ll make 
him sit up and take notice. (Cap- 
TAIN ForEDECK enters, limping as 
usual.) 

Captain: My rheumatiz is acting up 
something fierce. Mr. Trouble not 
here yet? 

AzaLEA:. No, but I’ve been getting 
ready for him. 

Caprain: That’s a good girl. (He goes 
to. tablé and is about to sit in chair 
where tack has been placed.) 





AzauEa (Rushing to him and taking his 
arm): I wouldn’t be sitting there, 
Captain. 

Caprain: Why not? 

Aza.Eea (Dragging him forcibly to easy 
chair): I just don’t think you’d be 
comfortable there. 

Captain: Ouch! Mind my rheumatiz 
now! (He sits in easy chair as Mi1- 
RANDA FOREDECK enters.) 

MrranpDa: Morning, Amos. Morning, 
Azalea. Have you done the dusting, 
Azalea? 

Aza.pa: Yes, ma’am. I’ve done all my 
chores. (PENELOPE enters.) 

PrenELOPE: Good morning, dear 
Mother. Good morning, dear Father. 
Good morning, Azalea. 

Caprain: Morning. 

Mrranba: Morning. 

Aza.EA: You look lovely this morning, 
Miss Penelope. 

PENELOPE: Thank you, Azalea. 

Captain: Mr. Trouble will be here 
soon. This is a great day for us all. 
We won’t have to man the lifeboats. 

Mrranpba: Happy, child? 

PENELOPE: Oh, Mother! Oh, Father! 
I do hope I .m doing the right thing. 
Sometimes I feel that Mr. Trouble 
may not really be as kindly as he 
seems. 

Mrranpa: Shucks, child. You have no 
call to say that. He’s a perfect 
gentleman. 

Captain: Shiver my timbers, he’s as 
sound as a ship’s bell. 

PENELOPE: Oh, how I hope you are 
right! (There is a knock at door.) 

MrranDA: That must be Mr. Trouble. 
Open the door, Azalea. 

AzaLEA (Going to door): I'd like to 
smack his sassy face! 


Mrranpa: Mind your manners, Azalea, 
and your tongue. 

AzaLEA: He was going to smack me, 
he was. (AZALEA opens door. TROUBLE 
enters, carrying a bouquet of flowers, 
which he hands to PENELOPE.) 

Prene.orPe: Thank you, Mr. Trouble. 

TROUBLE: Since we shall soon be man 
and wife, you may call me Thomas. 
(He goes toward chair with, tack on it.) 
This, my friends, is a glorious day. 
You will be happy to hear that I 
have made all the arrangements for 
the marriage. The ceremony will be 
performed tomorrow. Yes, to- 
morrow will be a blissful day. 

PENELOPE: Oh, sir, is that not rather 
short notice? 

TrovuBLeE: My dear child, I cannot en- 
dure being away from you for any 
longer than that. Our life will be 
one of bliss. With my kind heart 
and your beauty, we shall make a 
perfect combination. I foresee years 
of supreme happiness for us. (Wav- 
ing arms expressively) Your wish 
shall be my desire. Your command 
shall be my duty. Your welfare shall 
be my chief concern. Your — (He 
sits down and suddenly leaps up) 
Ouch! Drat it! I am wounded t 
the quick! (AzaLEa bursts into 
laughter. Mrranpa- rushes’ to 
TROUBLE. ) 

Mrranpa: What has happened, Mr. 
Trouble? 

TrovusteE: I have been stabbed within 
an inch of my life! (He holds up the 
tack.) What foul plot has been 
hatched here? 

Mrranpa: Gracious me, Mr. Trouble, 
I don’t have any idea how that tack 
got there. 





TROUBLE (Glaring at AzaLEa, who is 
giggling wildly): Drat that girl! I’ll 
wager she knows all about this! 

AzaEA: I’m just a poor little orphan 
creature! 

TROUBLE (Advancing toward her with 
arm uplifted): You’re a mean, schem- 
ing wench! (AzALzEa retreats and exits 
hurriedly.) But I must not lose my 
temper on so auspicious a day. 
Please forgive me. That was not the 
real Thomas T. Trouble you heard 
speaking. (Comes to PENELOPE) Well, 
my dear, is it not customary for a 
prospective bridegroom to claim a 
kiss from his betrothed? (Twirling 
mustache) Ah, yes, it is my reward to 
taste the nectar of those ruby lips. 
(PENELOPE recoils from TROUBLE.) 
Ah, timid, are you not? Heh! Heh! 
Heh! Splendid! It shows that you 
have been brought up as a modest 
young lady. 

Mrranpa (Proudly): That she has. 


TROUBLE: But fear not, my dear. Heh! 
Heh! I assure you that this is an ac- 
cepted custom. (He grabs her and 
attempts to kiss her, as she resists him. 
Suddenly, the door opens, and the OLD 
Woman bursts in. She rushes to 
TROUBLE and knocks him down.) 

Woman (In high falsetto): You shall 
not have the fair Penelope, Thomas 
T. Trouble! 

Trous.E (On floor): Help! Murder! 
We have a madwoman in our midst! 
I know her! She tried to get money 
from me last night! 

Captain: Man the lifeboats! 
heading for a storm! 

MrranDa: Gracious! 
see such a thing! 


We're 


Did you ever 
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TRrousLeE (Getting painfully to his feet): 
I’ll have you arrested for this, you 
old hag! It’s a clear case of assault 
and battery. Constable Ch: wker- 
board will put you behir: bars. 
(The Oup Woman breaks into loud, 
very masculine laughter and then 
dramatically removes the shawl from 
her head.) 

PENELOPE: Jeffrey! 

Caprain: Shiver my timbers, it’s young 
Jeffrey Jaggers! 

JerFrreY (Clasping PENELOPE in his 
arms): Yes, it is I, Jeffrey Jaggers. 
(To Trovste) I watched your 
dastardly actions through the win- 
dow, Trouble. (70 PenELope) For- 
give my disguise, but I had heard 
that you and Trouble were to be 
married. I resolved to find out for 
myself if you really loved him. If 
you did, I would rather die than 
stand in the way of your happiness. 
Hence my disguise. 

PENELOPE: Oh, Jeffrey, how could you 
ever doubt that my heart belongs 
to you? 

TrousLe: How did you get here? 
Your ship is wrecked! 

JEFFREY: There you are wrong, Thomas 
T. Trouble. I had long suspected, 
even before I left two years ago, that 
you and the evil lighthouse keeper, 
Sidney Scum, have been the cause of 
several wrecks in the past. Thus, I 
landed my ship last night in a snug 
harbor four miles from here. 

PENELOPE: Oh, Jeffrey, you’re so bril- 
liant — (Feeling the muscle of his 
arm) and so strong! ; 

JeFFreY: Thank you, my sweet one. 
Last night, Trouble, I overheard 
your conversation with Scum. 





TROUBLE: Curse you, Jeffrey Jaggers, I 

. deny everything! 

Jerrrey: Deny it if you will: How- 
ever, Scum has already confessed, 
and Constable Checkerboard has 
him in custody. Scum has revealed 
completely your part in. the das- 
tardly scheme. 

Trovus.e: Scum is a liar! 
know the man! 

Jerrrey: A likely story. 

Mriranna: Oh, Mr. Trouble, I can 
hardly believe this of you. 

Captain: That’s the way the tide 
comes and goes. 

PENELOPE (Going to TROUBLE: and 
slapping his face sharply): You are a 
cad, sir! (AzALEA appears in the door- 
way and laughs heartily.) 

Azaug, (Going to Trousxe): I’m just 
a poor little orphan creature, but sir, 
you are a cad. (She slaps him.) 

TrovuB.eE: Silence, you gargoyle! (He 
races toward door and attempts to 
leave. JEFFREY is after'‘him in a flash, 
grabs him by the shoulders, and 
forces him back to center.) Curse you, 
Jeffrey Jaggers! 

JEFFREY: Azalea, open the door. (Sar- 
castically) There are friends waiting 
outside. (AzALEA goes hurriedly to 
door, opens it, and admits CONSTABLE 
CHECKERBOARD and Stpney Scum. 
Scum’s hands are tied behind his 
back.) 

Mrranna: Why, it’s Constable Check- 
erboard! 

Captain: And blow me down if it isn’t 
Sidney Scum! 

Jerrrey: Yes, the evil lighthouse 
keeper himself. 

Scum: A fine mess you’ve got me into, 
Trouble. I’d like to tear, you to 


I hardly 


42 


pieces and feed the bits to the 
sharks. 

Trovus.e: I do not know this man! 

Scum: Why, you lily-livered jacka- 
napes! You can’t get away with 
that. I’ve told the Constable every- 
thing. 

ConstaBLE: Yep, I have the whole 
story from Scum here. It isn’t a 
pretty tale either. They’re a couple 
of nasty specimens. (He goes to 

~Trousue.) Just hold this crook, 

| Mr. Jaggers. (Jerrrey does so, al- 
though Trovus.e struggles vainly. 
ConstTaBLE takes piece of rope from 
pocket and ties TRoUBLE’s hands be- 
hind his back.) 

AzaLea (Giggling): Oh, what a sight 
for sore eyes! 

Trovus.e (Nastily): So — heh! Heh! 
Heh! You think you have me in 
your power. Let me remind you of 
something. I still hold the mortgage 
on this house. It is due, long past 
due. (Laughing nastily) I shall fore- 
close, even though I have a kind 
heart 

Jerrrey (Holding up hand for silence) : 
Stop your ranting, Thomas T. 
Trouble. (Dramatically) I have a 
tale to tell. In Africa, my men and I 
were captured by cannibals. I made 
friends with the chief, a charming 
fellow, by presenting him with a 
Fanny Farmer cookbook. ~ His 
gratitude knew no bounds. He led 
me to his tribe’s hoard of gold and 
allowed me to take all I desired. 
Before coming here, I took my ship 
to Boston, ‘where I converted the 
gold to good American money. 
(Reaches into pocket and pulls out a 
huge wad of bills) I believe the mort- 





gage payment is one thousand dol- 
lars. (He counts out the money and 
jams it into Trovusin’s pocket.) 
There, Trouble, you have been paid 
—and there are reliable witnesses 
to the transaction. 

TROUBLE: Curse you, Jeffrey Jaggers! 

Mrranna (Eying the considerable size 
of the roll of money that is left): Gra- 
cious, I never saw so much money at 
once in all my life! 

JEFFREY (Proudly): Yes, the voyage 
has been most successful. (Holding 
up roll) I have enough money here 
to keep us comfortable for the rest 
of our lives. 

Prne.ops:; Oh, Jeffrey, how wonderful 
you are! 

Jurrrey: I hope, dear Penelope, that 
you don’t mind marrying a rich man. 

PENELOPE (Thoughtfully): Well, 


Mother has always taught me that 
money is not everything. 


Mrranpa: That I did. 

PeneLore: And that kind hearts are 
more than coronets — 

Mrranpa: That I did. (Quickly) But 
don’t be hasty, daughter. 

Caprain: No, take the wind when it 
comes. 

PENELOPE: | have decided. 

Jerrrey: Yes? 

Penevore: I shall overlook your 
wealth. I shall make the sacrifice. I 
shall marry you. 

JerFrey: You are a noble soul, Penel- 
ope. I shall not forget the sacrifice 
you are making. 

ConsTABLE: Well, I’d better be getting 
these two pretties to the lockup. I 
guess they’ll be sitting there for a 
good long time. 

Azar: And serves ’em right! 


ConsTABLE (Nudging TROUBLE an 
Scum toward door): And it’s 
pleasure to give these two their come- 
uppance. 

TROUBLE (At door, pretending to sob): 
I am a kindly man. I have a heart 
of gold. I am being badly used. 

Scom: Aw, shut up, Trouble. 

TrovusLEe: Why, you worthless dog! 
You miserable cur! (Just before he 
exits he turns and glares at JEFFREY) 
Curse you, Jeffrey Jaggers! (Con- 
STABLE pushes both culprits through 
the door, and the three exit.) 

AzaLgea: I’m going to bring in some 
tea. (She exits.) 

JEFFREY (Embracing PENELOPE): This 
is a happy day! I have returned, 
and now all will be well. Trouble is 
done for, and Scum is revealed for 
the treacherous wretch he is. 

PeneELOPE: And I have been saved from 
a fate worse than death. Oh, Jeffrey, 
we owe you so much! 

JEFFREY: I have done only my duty. 
A man must always do that, if he is 
@ man. 

PENELOPE (Touching the muscle of his 
arm): And you are a man, Jeffrey — 
(Smiling) despite that skirt. Oh, I 
am so happy. 

Mrranna: And I’m. feeling .twenty 
years younger. (She does a little jig.) 

Captain: And shiver my timbers, my 
rheumatiz even feels better. (AZALEA 
appears with tray. She enters, stumbles, 
drops tray, and sprawls on floor.) 

Mrranpa (Laughing): But some things 
haven’t changed at all. (All laugh. 
JEFFREY embraces PENELOPE as the 
curtains close.) 

THE END 
(Production Notes on page 44) 











la. 


Blue-Ribbon Plays 
for Graduation 


edited by Sytvia E. KAMERMAN 


A collection of one-act, royalty-free 
plays suitable for commencement pro- 
grams. This book contains an excit- 
ing variety of dramatic material to 
highlight graduation and promotion 
exercises. 


Junior and Senior High 203 pgs., $3.75 


Round-the- Year Plays 
for Children 


by Atice VERY 


Included are 35 royalty-free short 
lays for all important holidays and 
estive occasions, adaptations of folk 
tales and legends, nature plays and 
special dramatizations for the four 
seasons of the year. Lively plots, easy 
to produce. 


Lower and Middle Grades 279 pgs., $3.75 


Four-Star Plays for Boys 
edited by A. 8S. Burack 


These 15 one-act, royalty-free plays 
for all-boy casts offer a wide range of 
settings (Sherwood Forest, a modern 
newspaper office, a circus, etc.) and a 
variety of characters (cowboys, clowns, 
pirates, space men, and American teen- 
agers). y to produce. 


Lower Grades through Senior High 
237 pages, $3.75 


(Standard Clothbound Books) 


PLAYS, Inc. 
Publishers 
8 Arlington Street, Boston 16, Mass. 
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PRODUCTION NOTES 
Cast Up By THE SEA 


Characters: 5 male; 3 female. Old Woman is a 
boy in female dress. 

Playing Time: 25 minutes. 

Costumes: Old-fashioned. Women wear long 
skirts and blouses. Azalea also wears an 
apron. Old Woman wears a long black 
skirt and a shawl which covers the face. 
Captain and Constable wear appropriate 
uniforms. Scum wears a nautical hat and 
bulky coat. Trouble wears traditional 
villain’s garb and has a long mustache. 

Properties: Tray with teapot and two cups 
two empty trays, mop, feather duster, and 
tack, for Azalea; handkerchief and bouquet 
cf flowers, for Trouble; sticks of wood, for 
Old Woman; rope, for Constable; “money,” 
for Trouble and Old Woman. 

Setting: The Foredeck komc.- The old- 
fashioned living room is furnished com- 
fortably but shabbily. At center is a table 
with two plain wooden chairs. At left is an 
easy chair. The room may have a sofa, 
other chairs, etc., as desired. A door at 
center rear, with a window on either side, 
leads outside. A door at right leads to the 
kitchen. A sampler with the words “Home 
Sweet Home” and a picture of a clipper ship 
may decorate the walls. 


Lighting: No special effects. 





PRODUCTION NOTES 


Moruer’s CuHoIce 
(Play on pages 61-68) 


Characters: 2 male; 3 female. 
Playing Time: 20 minutes. 


Costumes: Modern dress. Mother wears 
everyday clothes at beginning and later 
changes to a ag! dress, with necklace 
and earrings. Bobby wears shirt and 
trousers, and later puts on jacket. Father 
wears a business suit. he girls wear 
casual 


Properties: Pad of paper and puncil, model 
airplane, newspaper, socks and dirty 
clothes, receipted bill, iong white envelope. 


Setting: The living room of the Johnson home. 
Entrances right and left lead to front door 
and to the rest of the house. There are two 
omy chairs, a rather shabby couch, a table 
with magazines and a newspaper, and a 
telephone on a table. 


7 Lighting: No special effects. 





Part Two 


Middle G: ades 





Merry-Go-Round for Mother 


by Helen Louise Miller 


Characters 
Terry O'BRIEN 
SHAaRon O’BRIEN 
Mrs. O’Brien 
Exsig Heatu 
Mrs. Heatu 
Jim BLAKE 
Mrs. BLAKE 
Emu.y Hanes 
Mrs. HaINEs 
Frep Foster 
Mrs. Foster 
CarRLa CRANE 
Mrs. CRANE 
Gary BAKER 
Mrs. BAKER 


Scene 1 
(To be played in front of curtain) 

Time: A day in May. 

BErore Curtain: TERRY 18 seated on 
a@ tall stool, stage right. He wears a 
high silk hat marked “Tickets,” and 
holds a roll of tickets in his hand. 
His sister, SHARON, stands just left of 
stage center. The sound of merry-go- 
round music is heard from behind the 
closed curtain. 

Terry (Jn traditional “barker” style): 
Right this way, folks, right this way 
for a ride on the merry-go-round! 
Hurry! Hurry! Hurry! Get your 
tickets here for the ride of your life! 
No admission charge! Tickets ab- 
solutely free. (As Mrs. Heatu and 


Mrs. BuakeE approach) Two tickets, 
ladies, for the greatest ride on earth. 
(Tears off a ticket for each) 

Mrs. Heatu: Why, Terry O’Brien, 
where in the world did you get that 
outfit? You look like a real barker 
at the county fair. 

Mrs. Buaxke: Listen, Mary! I think I 
hear merry-go-round music! 

SHaron: That’s right, Mrs. Blake. 
You do hear merry-go-round music, 
and I hope you enjoy your ride. You, 
too, Mrs. Heath. Won’t you ladies 
step inside? 

Mrs. Heatu: My goodness! 
know what to expect next. 

Mrs. Buake: Oh, look! Here come 
Mrs. Haines and Mrs. Foster. (To 
SHaron) Is it all right if we wait for 
them? 

SHaRon: Certainly, ladies. The more 
the merrier! 

Terry: Right this way, ladies! Right 
this way for your free ride on the 
marvellous merry-go-round. 

SHaron (70 Mrs. Haines and Mrs. 
Foster): Good afternoon, Mrs. 
Haines. Hello, Mrs. Foster. We're 
so glad you could come. 

Mrs. Haines: We wouldn’t have 
missed it! 

Mrs. Foster: Not for the world. 

Terry (Tearing off tickets): And here 
are your tickets, ladies. You're just 
in time for the first ride of the season. 


I don’t 





Mrs. Heatu: Do you ladies know 
what this is all about? 

Mrs. Hares: It’s a mystery to me. 

Mrs. Biake: Do you suppose. there 
really is a merry-go-round in there? 

Mrs. Foster: It’s impossible! But 
there must be a merry-go-round. 
Don’t you hear the music? 

Mrs. Heatu: What’s the mystery, 
Terry? Aren’t you going to tell us? 

Terry: Take my word for it, ladies, 
it’s the greatest show on earth! 
(Calls) Hurry! Hurry! Hurry! Just 
step inside for a wonderful ride — 
a ride on the merry-go-round. 

Mrs. Biake: Come on, girls, I can’t 
wait another second. (Ladies exit 
behind curtain, which SHaron pulls 
aside slightly.) 

Terry: Tickets! Tickets! Get your 
tickets here for a free ride on the 
merry-go-round. Right this way, 


folks, right this way! No admission 

charges! Tickets absolutely free. 
SHaron: Here comes Mrs. Crane, 

Terry. Keep it up, you’re doing fine. 


Terry: Hurry! Hurry! Hurry! All 
aboard for a free ride on the merry- 
go-round. 

Mrs. Crane: Terry O’Brien! Have 
you lost your senses? You'll have 
the whole neighborhood in an up- 
roar! 

Terry: Here’s your ticket, lady. Step 
right inside and have the most ex- 
citing ride of your life. No charge, 
lady, and keep the change! 

Mrs. Crane: This is the craziest thing 
I ever heard of! How could you 
children manage to get a merry-go- 
round inside your house? 

SHARON: Won’t you step inside, Mrs. 
Crane, and see for yourself? 


Mrs. Crane: Indeed I will, Sharon. I 
just wonder if your mother knows 
about this. (SHARON opens curtain 
for Mrs. Crane.) 

Terry: Are they all here, Sharon? I’m 
just about out of breath. 

Suaron: Mrs. Baker isn’t here yet, 
but I think I see her coming. Whoop 
it up, Terry, you’re doing great. 

Terry: Can’t you get me a drink of 
water or something? 

SHaron: You'll be finished in half a 
second. Here’s Mrs. Baker now. 
Now go into your act! 

Terry: Right this way, folks, right 
this way for the most exciting ride 
of your life. And it’s all free, ab- 
solutely no charge. A free ride on 
the merry-go-round! Ah, good after- 
noon, Mrs. Baker. Here’s your 
ticket for the merry-go-round. 

Mrs. Baker: Thank you, Terry. I 
don’t know what this is all about, 
but when I got that invitation I just 
had to come. Am I the first one 
here? 

SHaron: No, indeed, Mrs. Baker. 
You'll find a lot of ladies you know. 

Mrs. Baker (Beaming): Just as the 
invitation says!. I declare, I’ve read 
it so many times I think I know it 
by heart. 

“Come take a ride on the merry- 
go-round; 

It’s a Mother’s Day surprise! 

You'll meet your friends, and see 
some sights 

That will make you blink your eyes. 


“You're cordially invited 

To come and take a ride. 

Just ring the bell at half past two, 
And meet your friends inside!” 





Now who could resist an invitation 
like that? 

Smaron: We’re so happy to have you, 
Mrs. Baker, and we’re almost ready 
to begin. 

Mrs. Baker: Then I’ll go right in, 
because I don’t want to miss a 
single bit of it! (Mrs. BAKER ezits 
through curtain opening.) 

SHaron (To Terry): That’s ihe last 
one, Terry. Come on, let’s get 
started. 

Terry: But where’s Mom? 

SHaron: Carla Crane asked Mom to 
help her select a present. She 
promised to keep her downtown until 
it was time to come. Jim Blake is 
standing down on the corner to give 
us the signal when he sees them 
coming. 

Terry: Then everything’s set, because 
here comes Jim now. (Jim runs on 
stage.) 

Jim: Your mother’s on her way! Is 
everything under control here? 

SHaron: All set and ready to go. 

Terry: Then what are we waiting for? 
Let ’er roll! (Curtains part to reveal 
merry-go-round. Jim, SHARON, and 
Terry take their places onstage.) 


see & 


Scene 2 
Serrine: The living room of the O’ Brien 
home, set up for the merry-go-round 
party. The merry-go-round consists 
of a circle of chairs, one for each guest, 
grouped around a central pole, such 
as a tall clothes tree or Maypole. 
Colored crepe-paper streamers run 
from the pole to the chair backs, which 
are decorated with paper-bag animal 
heads to represent the prancing steeds 


of avmerry-go-round. The chairs are 
arranged so that each “‘rider” faces 
the ‘back of her chair. Tall wands or 
dowel sticks wrapped with colored 
paper may be placed between the 
chairs to serve as side supports for 
the “riders.” 

At Ruse: All of the mothers are seated 
on the chairs, astride or sidesaddle, 
and each child stands ai a pole beside 
his mother. A vacant chair has been 
left down center for Mrs. O’BrriEn. 
Jim enters and takes his place beside 
Mrs. Buake. Terry perches him- 
self on a stepladder, stage left, and 
SHaron stands beside the record 
player, stage right. She turns off 
record. 

Terry: Welcome, ladies and gentle- 
men, welcome to the Mother’s Day 
merry-go-round. I see you have all 
found your places. Is everybody 
comfortable? Is everybody happy? 
(All applaud enthusiastically.) 

Mrs. Heartu: This is a perfectly won- 
derful idea, Terry. I don’t see how 
you ever thought of it! 

Mrs. BuakKg: And you really do have 
a perfect merry-go-round, with all 
these beautiful animals. (Pats her 
horse’s head) 

Mrs. Fostmr: Just look at my mag- 
nificent giraffe! 

Mrs, Crane: I adore my zebra! 

Mrs, Baxsr: I don’t see how you ever 
managed to do all this work! 

Suaron: Oh, we had plenty of help, 
Mrs. Baker. The boys made the 
animals and we girls made most of 
the decorations. 

Mrs. Fosrsr: Fred Foster! You knew 
all about this and never breathed a 
word! * 





Frep (Laughing): Oh, we know how 
to keep a secret. 

Exsiz: And we wanted it to be a sur- 
prise! 

Emity: A surprise for every mother in 
the neighborhood! 

Mrs. Harnes: But where is your 
mother, Terry? 

Mrs. Heatu: Yes, where is Mrs. 
O’Brien? 

Mrs. Crane: Is she in on the secret? 

Terry: Oh, no! Mom doesn’t know 
a thing about it! 

SHaron: Carla is our secret agent to 
keep Mom out of the way till the 
last minute. You see, this is a 
double surprise for her. 

Terry: Mom never had a surprise 
party in her life and she never rode 
on a merry-go-round, so this will be 
a two-in-one surprise! 

Mrs. Crane: She’ll love it! 

Mrs. Hearn: I can’t wait to see her 
face. 

Gary: Be sure to yell surprise the 
minute she comes in the door. 

Jr: And make it good and loud. 

Exste: The louder the better! 

SHaron: Oh, Terry, I can hardly wait! 


Terry: Sh! Here they come now. 
(Mrs. O’BrIEN enters with CARLA, 
who runs to her mother at merry-go- 
round. Mrs. O’Brien stops in 
amazement.) 

Au: Surprise! Surprise! 

Mrs. O’Brien: What is it? Terry! 
Sharon! What on earth’s going on 
here? 

Terry (Running to her): It’s a surprise 
party, Mom. 

SHARON (Joining him): And it’s all for 
you! 


Mrs. O’Brien: My goodness! It’s 
the most exciting thing I ever saw! 
I was never so surprised in all my 
life! 

SHaron: You always said you wanted 
a surprise party, and here it is! 

Mrs. O’Brien: But darling, it’s not 
my birthday. 

SHaron: It’s Mother’s Day. 

Aut: Happy Mother’s Day, 
O’Brien. 

Mrs. O’Brien: Oh, thank you, thank 
you! And Happy Mother’s Day to 
all of you ladies. (Stepping and 
pointing) But look! Look! It’s a 
merry-go-round! A merry-go-round 
right in my own living room! 

Terry: It sure is, Mom, and that’s 
for you, too. 

Mrs. O’Brien: How did you ever think 
of such a wonderful thing? 

Terry: You said you always wanted to 
ride on a merry-go-round, and here’s 
your chance. 

SHaron (Leading her mother to center 
chair): We saved a good place for 
you, Mother. How do you like it? 

Mrs. O’Brien (Admiring) : It’s beauti- 
ful! Just beautiful! I’ve never seen 
anything like it. Look, my horse 
has a real mane and tail. 

Suaron: And we have real merry-go- 
round music, too. Want to hear it? 

Terry: Just a minute, Sharon. It’s 
time for my speech. 

Aut (Applauding): Speech! Speech! 

Terry (Making a formal bow and ad- 
dressing everyone on the merry-go- 
round) : 

This merry-go-round’s for mothers, 

To take you far away, 

And ride you round and round and 
round, 


Mrs. 





And stop at yesterday! 


You mothers are so good and kind, 
And so unselfish, too, 

That we, your loving children, 
Have made a game for you. 


When you were just about our age, 
You longed for just One Thing, 
And now, you’re sure to get it — if 
You catch the golden ring. 


Mrs. O’Brien: I don’t understand. 

Mrs. Baker: It sounds so mysterious. 

ExsieE: It’s all part of the surprise. 

EmiLy: We’re tired of giving you the 
usual presents, like potholders and 
handkerchiefs. 

Gary: We tried to think of something 
you’ve always wanted, but never 
had. 

Jim: All of you mothers try to give us 
the things you never had when you 
were little. 

Terry: Mother never misses a chance 
to have a party for us, because she 
never had one when she was a little 
girl. 

SHaron: And she was always disap- 
pointed because she never got a 
chance to ride on a merry-go-round, 
so now we’re making her little-girl 
wish come true. 

Mrs. O’Brien: That’s wonderful, dar- 
ling! And it’s a beautiful merry-go- 
round, even better than I dreamed 
of. 

Mrs. Heatu: But I still don’t under- 
stand the part about the golden ring. 

SHARON: You'll understand as soon as 
we start to play the game. Terry 
will explain it. 

Terry: When the music starts, we 
want all of you to march around the 
merry-go-round, and as you pass the 


f 


stepladder, reach for the lucky ring. 
(Indicates the box of paper rings on 
shelf of stepladder) When the music 
stops, whoever has the golden ring 
will get a big surprise. 

Moruers: This sounds like fun. (Pre- 
paring to march) 

Mrs. O’Brten: I’ve already had my 
surprise, so I’ll watch the others. 
(As SHARON starts the music, TERRY 
hands out the paper rings. Exstn’s 
mother, Mrs. Hearn, gets the first 
golden ring.) 

SHaron (As music stops): Congratula- 
tions, Mrs. Heath. You got the 
golden ring. 

Mrs. Heatu: What do I do now? 

Este: Just step over here, Mother, 
and I’ll show you. (Takes her mother 
to pile of gifts on table with record 
player) Do. you remember how badly 
you wanted a bright red dress or 
hair ribbon when you were a little 
girl? 

Mrs. Heatu: I certainly do, but I 
never got. it. Mother said it didn’t 
go with my red hair. 

Exsre (Handing her mother a package) : 
Well, see how you like this. And 
Happy Mother’s Day. 

Mrs. Heatu (Opening package and 
holding up string of bright red beads) : 
Oh, Elsie! They’re beautiful. Just 
what I’ve always wanted. But do 
you think I’d dare to wear them? 

Este: Read what the card says. May- 
be that will help you make up your 
mind. 

Mrs. Heatu (Reading from card): 

I know your favorite color 
Has always been bright red. 
You never dared to wear it, 
But now go right ahead. 





(Putting on beads) And that’s just 
what I’ll do. See, how do they look? 

Suaron: They look lovely, Mrs. Heath. 
And now line up for the second game. 
Are you ready? (Starts music) Here 
we go. (This time, Terry gives the 
golden ring to Jim’s mother, Mrs. 
BiAKE. Jr escorts her to the present 
pile.) 

Jim: You’ve wanted this for a long 
time, Mom. Remember how disap- 
pointed you were when you found a 
clothesline instead of a birthday 
present? 


Mrs. BuakeE: Oh, I'll never forget it. 
I saw my father come home with a 
package from the hardware store. I 
was sure it was a red skipping rope 
for my birthday . . . but instead, it 
was a new clothesline for my mother. 
(Opening package) But this makes up 
for it a thousand times. (Displays 
skipping rope) I’ll have a wonderful 
‘time skipping now, Jim. And listen 
to what the card says: 

A jumping rope for Mother, 

It comes with love from Jim. 

It’s better than a diet 

For keeping slim and trim. 

You rascal! (Jumps a few turns with 
rope) Look! Look! It’s working! 
It’s working! I feel myself getting 
thinner with every jump. 

SHaron: Here we go with round three! 
Everybody ready? (Starts music. 
Emity’s mother, Mrs. Hatngs, gets 
the golden ring.) 

Emity (£scorting Mrs. Hatnzs to the 
gift table): Hurry up, Mother. I can 
hardly wait for you to see your sur- 
prise. 

Mrs. Hatnes (Opening present, which 
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is a mouth organ): A mouth organ! 
(Blows on it) And it really plays! 
Oh, thank you, Emily! You did re- 
member my ten-year-old birthday! 

Emity: How could I forget it? It’s 
one of your best stories. 

Mrs. O’Brien: Let’s hear it, Mrs. 
Haines. 

Mrs. Hartnes: When I was ten years 
old almost every child in my class- 
room had a mouth organ. I wanted 
one more than anything else in the 
world and I was sure that was 
going to be my birthday present. 
The box was just the right size and 
shape. But when I opened it, what 
do you think was inside? 

Auu: What? 

Mrs. Hares: A toothbrush and a tube 
of toothpaste! Others moan in 
sympathy.) 

Emity: Read your card, Mother. It’s 
really part of your present. 

Mrs. Harness (Reading) : 

Your teeth are really lovely, 

And brushing helped, I know. 

But here’s a real mouth organ, 

For you to blow and blow! 

I’ll bet I can play “America” with- 
out even practicing. (Plays mouth 
organ as she returns to her place) 

SHaRon: You go right ahead and play, 
Mrs. Haines, while the rest of the 
ladies get going on the next round. 
(FRrEp’s mother, Mrs. Fosrmr, gets 
the golden ring on this round.) 

Frep: Come along, Mom. You'll 
never guess what your surprise is. 

Mrs. Foster: I’m not even trying. 
I'll just wait and see. 

Frep: Better read the card first and 
brace yourself for the shock. 








Mrs. Foster (Reading card): 

You wanted pets, but Grandma said: 
“No, no, my little Myrtle.” 

Well, here at last, a wish come true, 
A real, live, tiny turtle! 

(Opening box) Oh, isn’t it cute! Wait 
till your father sees this! He’ll say 
we can really open the Foster zoo. 
We already have pigeons, a dog, two 
cats, a parakeet, and now a turtle! 
Thank you, Fred! I’m just delighted. 

Mrs. O’Brten: I always imagined you 
lived in a household of pets when you 
were a child, Mrs. Foster, because 
you have so many animals now. 

Mrs. Fosrsr: No, indeed. I never had 
a single pet when I was a child. I’ve 
often told Fred how I tried to 
smuggle a turtle into my room, and 
he remembered the story. 

Frep: And now your story has a happy 
ending, Mom, even for the turtle! 
He’ll have a good home with us. 

SHaron: Everybody ready for the next 
game. Forward march! (Starts 
music. CAaRLA’s mother, Mrs. 
CRANE, receives the golden ring.) 

Carta: Read the card, please, Mother. 
I hope you like it. 

Mrs. Crane (Reading): You longed 

for brush and paint set 
When you were just a tot; 
Now you can paint bright pictures 
Of things the way they’re not. 
(Holding up present) See! A box of 
water colors. 

Cara: You'll have to tell your story, 
Mother, so everybody can appreciate 
your present. 

Mrs. Crane: When I was a little girl, 
I dearly loved to paint with water 
colors. I was always allowed to have 
them, until the day I painted a 
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sunset on my mother’s best table- 
cloth. That ended my career as an 
artist . . . that is, until today. 

Mrs. O’Brien: I’m sure you won’t 
make the same mistake now, Mrs. 
Crane. 

Terry: You might as well step forward 
and claim the lucky ring, Mrs. 
Baker. You're the last one. 

Gary: And just wait till you open your 
package, Mom. 

Mrs. Baxer: I’d better read the card 
first: 

You always were a tomboy 

So take this ball and glove, 

To prove you’re not too grown up 
To play the game you love! 

This is a wonderful present for a 
baseball fan, Gary. Thank you so 
much. 

Mrs. O’Brien: I never knew you were 
such a baseball fan, Mrs. Baker. 


Mrs. Baker: How could I help it? I 
grew up in a family with four boys, 
but they would never let me play 
ball with them. Now I have my very 
own ball and glove and I’m going to 
get this ball autographed by my 


favorite pitcher! Thanks again, 
Gary. This is what every mother 
needs. 

Mrs. O’Brien (Center stage with 
SHaron): And this party is what 
every mother needs, especially on 
Mother’s Day. 

TeRRY (Descending ladder): Did you 
really like it, Mom? 

Mrs. O’Brien: Like it? I loved it. 
How about the rest of you mothers? 

Att (Ad lib): Great! Marvellous! 
Wonderful! I’ve never had such 
fun. (Etce.) 





Mrs. O’Brien: We mothers feel as if 
we are on a merry-go-round most 
of the time. We tear round and 
round and round looking after our 
families till we are almost too busy 
and dizzy to notice how much our 
children really love and appreciate 
us. 

Mrs. Hearn: It’s wonderful to know 
that. you took all this trouble just 
for us. 

Mrs. Hares: And all the planning! 

Mrs. Foster: And all the imagination! 

Mrs. Buake: And all the work! 

Mrs. Baker: And all the careful 
thought! 

Mrs. Crane: And all the love! 

Mrs. O’Brien: Yes, love — and re- 


member, children, that is the most 
priceless ingredient for any Mother’s 
Day celebration. 


Att Morsers: If you want to get 
your mother 

A gift for Mother’s Day, 
A gift that she’ll remember 
Forever and for aye, 
It doesn’t really matter 
What the gift turns out to be, 
So long as you remember 
This simple recipe. 
If you buy a penny candy, 
A goblet or a glove, 
Be sure to send it tenderly 
With all your dearest love. 

CHILDREN (Applauding): We'll re- 
member that. 

Terry: And now .. . it’s ALL ABOARD 
FOR THE MERRY-GO-ROUND. (Every- 
one takes his place as SHARON starts 
the merry-go-round music. All wave 
to the audience as curtains close.) 

THE END 


PRODUCTION NOTES 


Merry-Go-Rounp ror MorHEer 


Characters: 4 male; 11 female. 

Playing Time: 25 minutes. 

Costumes: Everyday dress for all. Children 
are dressed in school clothes, and mothers 
are dressed to look like grown-ups. Terry 
wears a high silk hat marked “Tickets.” 

~ ties: Roll of tickets, large rings made 

colored foil, record play er, and record 
of merry-go-round music. There are nix 
packages, wrapped as gifts, each one cen- 
taining a card, as described in the text, and 
one of the following gifts: a necklace of 
bright red beads, a jump rope, a mouth 


organ, a tiny turtle, a paintbox, and a 
baseball and glove. 


Setting: Scene 1, before the curtain, requires 
only a tall stool. Scene 2, in the living room 
of the O’Brien home, is set up for the 
merry-go-round party. A stepladder is at 
stage left, and a table for the gifts and 
record player at stage right. The merry- 
go-round is a circle of decorated chairs 
grouped around a central pole. Full details 
are given in the beginning of Scene 2, in 
the text. 


Lighting: No special effects. 





Sugar and Spice 


by Jessie Nicholson 


Characters 
RowEna CLAck 
ALBERT CuacK, her mild-mannered 
husband 
Mrs. NIBBLE 
MivoreD, her daughter 
Bootsig ee 
Brss re 
GINGERBREAD MAN 
Bow. 
MEASURING CuP 
Pig PLATE 
Cake Pan 
Scoot CHILDREN 


Serrine: The Sugar and Spice Pastry 
Shop, owned by the Clacks. 


Ar Rise: Mr. Crack, in big white 
apron and tall cook’s cap, is leaning 
on his elbow on the counter. BooTstE 


and Briss, 
children, are 
cookies. 

Boorste: These cookies are especially 
good today, Mr. Moonman. 

Mr. Cuack (Teasingly): Like little 
girls, I guess. You know — 

“Sugar and spice and everything nice, 
That’s what little girls are made of.” 
(Boorsts giggles.) 

Briss (Chewing very slowly): They taste 
sort of — sort of different. 

Mr. Crack (Confidentially) : They have 
stardust in them — that’s why. I 
tonk another trip to the moon last 
night and gathered a little on the 


very shabbily dressed 
happily consuming 


way. My, my, you should see how 
the stuff sparkles! 

Biss (Wistfully): I wish we could go 
to the moon with you sometime, 
Mr. Moonman. 

Mr. Crack (Seriously): I’m working 
on it now, Bibs, but it’s pretty hard 
to arrange for passage these days, 
you know. Everybody seems to 
want to go to the moon, But keep 
your fingers crossed— you never can 
tell. Have some more cookies, do. 

Boorste: Oh, thank you, Mr. Moon- 
man, (The children help themselves.) 
and goodbye. I think I see your 
wife coming up the street. 

Mr. Crack (Peering through the win- 
dow): Well, hitch my wagon to a 
star, I guess you’re right, my chick- 
abiddies. Better hurry. You see, 
my wife doesn’t understand about 
trips to the moon or putting star- 
dust in the cookies. I’m sure she’d 
never never approve of that. So, I’ll 
open the door and out you go. But 
do take a look at the gingerbread 
man in the window as you pass by. 
He’s anxious to meet two young 
friends of mine if they come calling 
tomorrow as usual. (Boortsiz and 
Brss exit, and Mr. Cuack closes the 
door after them, then wipes his brow.) 
Whew, that was a close shave! I 
hope my good wife didn’t count the 
cookies before she left. Ill just 
shuffle them up a bit on top of these 





stale doughnuts. It'll make them 
look like more. (Jn his hurry, he 
knocks a couple on the floor just as 
Mrs. Cuiack enters. Large and stout, 
she bears down upon her poor spouse, 
who ts hurriedly trying to kick the 
fallen cookies under the counter.) 

Mrs. Crack (In a thunderous voice): 
Albert! What are you up to now? 
I declare I can’t even turn my back 
for a moment. (Suddenly her eye 
falls on dirty cooking dishes stacked 
on table against right wall upstage, at 
which she points angrily.) Albert 
Clack, are you going to stand there 
and tell me you haven’t done those 
dishes yet, while I’ve been walking 
my poor feet off delivering baked 
goods all over town? 


Mr. Crack (Meekly): If you’d rather 
I’d sit down and tell you, Rowena, 
my love, I’d just as soon. My own 
feet have been stumbling all over 
each other for the past hour. 
(Apologetically) Nomatter howmany 
times I tell them that they should 
carry me easily from oven-lighting 
time at three in the morning to 
closing time at six in the evening, 
they don’t seem to believe me. So, 
if you don’t mind, I'll just sit down 
while you’re scolding me, my love. 
(He ts about to sit down on the bench 
when his wife seizes him by the ear.) 


Mrs. Crack: Oh, no you don’t, 
Albert Clack. It is I who should be 
doing the complaining — not that 
I ever do. It is I who run, run, run 
all day. From oven to shop and 
shop to oven, and every minute 
having to keep an eye on you. 
Surely no one needs to rest his feet 


more than I. From oven to shop and 
shop to oven and — 

Mr. Cuackx: Every moment keeping 
an eye on me. (Resignedly) I know, 
my love, I am a great trial to you. 

Mrs. Cuiack: Indeed, you are, giving 
away cakes under my very nose if 
you get the chance! 

Mr. Crack (Shocked) : Oh, never under 
your nose, my love — only behind 
your back! (He claps his hand over. 
his mouth in dismay at what he has 
said.) 

Mrs. Crack (Shaking her finger di- 
rectly in his face as he cringes back 
against the wall): So, you admit it, 
you wretch! (Just then the door opens 
with a determined tinkling of the bells, 
and Mrs. CLack’s expression changes 
like the sun coming out from beneath 
a thundercloud. Enter Mrs. NrpBuE 
and her daughter, Mitprep. Mrs. 
Nres_e is large and portly and im- 
portant looking. She furtively samples 
one or two of the cookies by nibbling 
at them and then replacing them on 
the tray. Mrtprep is thin, sharp- 
faced and cross-looking. She follows 
her mother’s example of nibbling at 
the cookies. Mrs. Crack, bustling 
around behind counter) Good after- 
noon, Mrs. Nibble — and Mildred 
dear, how are you? (MILDRED sticks 
out her tongue at Mrs. CLAcKk.) 

Mrs. Nrssie (Indulgently): Mildred 
has such a sense of humor! 
(MiLpRED promptly sticks out her 
tongue at her mother.) Mildred! 
(Furiously) How dare you? (Mrs. 
NIBBLE gives her daughter a good 
shaking.) I’ve half a mind not to get 
you the gingerbread man after all! 
(At the words, “gingerbread man,’’ 





Mr. Cuack wrings his hands, looking 
very distressed.) 

Mivprep (Stamping her foot): I want 
the gingerbread man — I want the 
gingerbread man! (She begins to 
scream.) 

Mrs. Nrssie (Hurriedly): We'll take 
the gingerbread man, Mrs. Clack, 
the large one in the window. 

Mr. Crack (Coughing hesitantly): Ex- 

cuse me, my love, but — 

Mrs. Cuack (Stonily): Albert, can’t 
you see I’m waiting on a customer? 

Mr. Cuack: But that’s just it. It’s 
about the gingerbread man — the 
gingerbread man in the window. 
I — ah — (Swallowing hard) I sold 
him. Just before you came back, my 
love. (MILDRED starts to howl again.) 

Mrs. Crack (Darkly): Sold — what 
do you mean, sold? 

Mrs. Nissie (Giving MILDRED a 
shake to silence her): Yes, just what 
do you mean — sold? The ginger- 
bread man is still in the window. I 
saw him with my own eyes. 

Mr. Crack (Running a finger nerv- 
ously around the inside of his collar): 
Well, you see the — the gentleman 
who bought it was in a great hurry. 
He said he’d stop by tomorrow for it. 

Mrs. Nrssie (Indignanily): A likely 
story. Come, Mildred, (Her nose 
in the air) we'll take our trade else- 
where. (She drags Miuprep after 
her.) 

Mrs. Crack (Ominously, her arms 
akimbo): I suppose this fine gentle- 
man of yours paid you for his pur- 
chase? 

Mr. Cuack (Hurriedly turning out his 
pockets, which are quite empty save 
for a shower of stardust — Christmas 


., tree snow — that falls to the floor): 
. Well, now that you mention it, my 
love, I don’t think that he did. 

Mrs. Cuack (Furiously) : Simpleton — 
how many times have I told you not 
to trust anyone? And what is that 
horrid stuff you have spilled on the 
floor? 

Mr. Cxiacx: Only a — a little dust, 
my love. Don’t fret yourself, I'll 
have it cleaned up in a jiffy. Tl 
just put it in this jar for safekeep- 
ing. (Reaching for an empty jar on 
the shelf) 

Mrs. Crack (Coming around from be- 
hind the counter with a broom): Put 
dust in a jar? Have you gone clean 
out of your mind, Albert Clack? 

Mr. Crack (Cheerfully): Oh, well, 
sweep it up if you like. There’s al- 
ways more where that came from. 

Mrs. Cuack: But not more money, 
when you turn away good customers 
like Mrs. Nibble. I shall just have 
to put on my bonnet and walk my 
poor, tired feet over to her house 
with that gingerbread man this very 
minute. 

Mr. Crack (Jn distress): Surely you 
won’t part with my masterpiece to 
that greedy child. She’ll — she’ll 
nibble him all around the edges. 
Then she’ll pluck out his raisin eyes 
and his cherry nose and then — 

Mrs. Crack (Unfeelingly): And then 
she’ll gobble him up in three bites, 
as is right and proper to do with a 
gingerbread man. You were just 
trying to save him for yourself — I 
know. Greedy indeed — ha! (While 
she spuiters, she takes a gingerbread 
man cookie from window and slips 
it into a bag. She then puts on her 





bonnet and shawl, which hang on a 
hook by the door, shaking her finger 
threateningly at Mr. CiarKk before 
leaving.) Mind you have those dishes 
done when I return, and no selling 
sugar buns to the children for half 
price! (She exits.) 

Mr. Cuiacx (Sighing): Feather my 
nest and call me sparrow, she’s a 
hard woman to deal with. A heart 
of gold no doubt — if one could only 
dig that deep. Ah me, my poor feet, 
how they do ache! (Standing first on 
the right foot and holding the other and 
then doing the same. with the left) 
Maybe if I just lie down on the 
bench for a bit and let the blood 
rush to my head, they’ll let me be. 
(He takes off his shoes, lies down and 
closes his eyes. From the door beside 
the table, enter Bowx, Pre Puate, 
Cake Pan and Measurtne Cup. 
They all go and stand beside the 


bench, regarding Mr. Cuack pity- 
ingly, with much head shaking.) 

Piz Puiate: Poor Mr. Moonman. His 
day’s work is never done. What with 
that nagging wife, even his ears 


don’t get a rest. (Mr. Ciack’s toes 
wriggle up and down.) 

MeasurinG Cup (Pointing): To say 
nothing of his feet. I think they can 
hear us, too. (They wriggle again in 
agreement.) 

Cake Pan: We must do something to 
help him. 

Bow: I know what. We can start 
off by washing ourselves. That'll 
help. (Bow. seizes a dishcloth and 
begins to scrub himself vigorously, 
after which Piz Puate dries him off 
with a towel. When they are finished 
with themselves they tackle the dishes 


on the table, whisking them off with 
a flours: and stacking them neatly.) 
If it’s work that you’re after, 

Pre Pate: We're sure to please, — 

MEasurinG Cup: We'll be done with 
the dishes 

Cake Pan: Before you can sneeze! 

Pre Puate (Hanging up towel): Well, 
what next? 

MEasurinG Cup: Yes, what next? 

Caxe Pan: What could we do that 
would please Mr. Moonman more 
than anything else in the world? 
(They all stand in a thinking attitude, 
Jingers on chins, eyes raised.) 

Bow t: Mr. Moonman is always doing 
things to please other people but he 
never says anything about pleasing 
himself. There is only one thing to 
do. We must wake him up and ask 
him. Do you all agree? (The three 
shout “Aye, aye’ in chorus. Mr. 
Crack wakes up with a start, sitting 
up abruptly and rubbing his eyes.) 
That wasn’t exactly the way I meant 
to wake him. Of all the stupid — 

Mr. Cuiack: Well, cock my hat and 
call me Napoleon, this is an unex- 
pected pleasure. Fancy your com- 
ing to call. Do sit down — (Some- 
what doubtfully) if you can. 

Bow: With our figures we never try 
it. I’m afraid Mrs. Clack might 
object to cracks in the crockery. 

Cake Pan: Or wrinkles in the tin! 

Mr. Cuiack (Nodding his head): I see 
what you mean. But do let me offer 
you something to eat. 

Bow. (Holding up his hand authori- 
tatively): We’re not here to have you 
do something for us, Mr. Moonman. 
We’re here today to do something 
for you. If you could have your very 





best wish granted, what would it be? 
Your very best one, mind you. 

Mr. Crack: That requires a little 
thought — or no, I guess it doesn’t. 
(Chuckling) I’d like just for once to 
be able to out-talk Mrs. Clack — 
yes, that would really do it. Imagine 
me out-talking Rowena! (He doubles 
up with laughter while Bow., CAKE 
Pan, Pre Piate and MEASURING 
Cup put their heads together in dis- 
cussion. Presently, they draw apart, 
all nodding and looking very pleased 
with themselves.) 

Bow. (Stepping forward and saluting) : 
Wish granted, Mr. Moonman, and 
may you get much joy from it. (They 
all trip out gayly through kitchen door, 
leaving Mr. Cuack still laughing 
weakly.) 

Mr. Crack: My, my, but that was a 
pleasant dream. I don’t know but 
what I’ll just close my eyes again 
and see if I can have another. (He 
lies down, still smiling, his toes wrig- 
gling contentedly. Enter GINGER- 
BREAD Man through the street door. 
Running over to Mr. Cuiack, he 
taps him lightly on the shoulder. Mr. 
CLACK sits up hurriedly.) 

GINGERBREAD Man (Triumphanily): 
Well, I’m back. 

Mr. Cuack: Bless my buttons, so you 
are. Did you have a bad time of it, 
old chap? 


GINGERBREAD MAN (Groaning): I cer- 
tainly did. That horrid child nibbled 
all around the edge of me. 

Mr. Cuiack (Soothingly): Vl have to 
patch you up with some fresh dough, 


poor fellow. Tell me, however did 
you get away? 


GINGERBREAD Man: Well, Mildred 
and her mother were having an argu- 
ment about whether I should be 
eaten before or after supper. Just 
when Mildred was beginning to get 
the best of her mother, her dog 
sneaked in and dragged me out into 
the yard. I thought I was done for, 
but after a couple of sniffs, he turned 
up his nose and walked away. 

Mr. Cuiack (Indignantly): Oh, he 
turned up his nose, did he? Any dog 
who doesn’t appreciate my ginger- 
bread has pretty poor taste. 

GINGERBREAD Man _ (Thankfully): 
Which was very fortunate for me. I 
took to my heels in a hurry, I can 
tell you. And here I am. 

Mr. Crack: So you are. Bibs and 
Bootsie will be pleased, I’m sure — 
to say nothing of myself. 

GINGERBREAD Man: If it weren’t for 
you, Mr. Moonman, I never would 
have come back. (Explaining confi- 
dentially, hand beside mouth) Mrs. 
Clack, you know! But I’m really 
very fond of you, sir, and I’d like to 
do something to show my affection. 
Just make a wish — your very best 
wish, mind you — and I’ll see what 
I can do about it. 

Mr. Crack (Chuckling): Oh ho, you 
will, will you? I’m afraid it will have 
to be my second best wish. My first 
has just been attended to. 

GINGERBREAD Man: Dear me, 
sorry to hear that. 

Mr. Crack (Gayly): But two wishes 
are better than one any day. As it 
is I’m a little bit ashamed of my 
first one, anyhow. I'll try to make 
up for it with my second. 

GINGERBREAD Man: Good. 


Vm 





Mr. Cuack: It would be sort of nice, 


don’t you think, if I could only un-.. 


earth that heart of gold beneath 
Mrs. Clack’s upper crust? 

GINGERBREAD Man (Sniffing): You 
mean there actually is an under- 
crust? With a gold filling in between? 

Mr. Crack (Cheerfully): Well, I al- 
ways like to look on the bright side. 

GINGERBREAD Man (Dismally): You 
really have set me a task, I can tell 
you. However, I shall do my best. 
But while I’m working on your wish, 
I’ll hop back into the window and 
hide behind that big chocolate cake 
just to be on the safe side. (He exits 
through open window.) 

Mr. Crack: Maybe now I’ll manage 
to get my forty winks. (He les 
down, closes his eyes and begins to 
snore gently. Enter Mrs. CLAck.) 

Mrs. Cuiack (At sight of Mr. Crack, 
asleep on the bench): A fine kettle of 


fish, I must say. As soon as ever I 


turn my back (Loudly) Albert! 
Mr. Crack (Jumping to his feet hur- 
riedly at the sound of the familiar 
voice and seizing the dish towel off the 
rack): Yes, my iove, what is it? I 
guess I must have dozed off for a 
minute. I’ll have these dishes done 
in a jiffy. (Gapes in astonishment at 
sight of neatly stacked clean dishes. 
Mrs. Ciack opens her mouth to speak 
but no words come out. She works 
her jaw up and down frantically, a ter- 
rified look on her face. Mr. Cuack 
stares at her in surprise.) Really, my 
love, there’s no need for taking a fit. 
The dishes are all done, as you can 
see. I was just joking. (Mrs. 
CLAcK continues to try to talk with 
gestures, but makes no sound. Mr. 
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Ciack feels his ears.) Blow my 
trumpet and call me Gabriel, you 
don’t suppose I have become sud- 
denly deaf, do you? But no, that 
can’t be. I can hear myself per- 
fectly well. (Mrs. Crack points 
desperately to her open mouth, shak- 
ing her head until her bonnet falls off. 
Suddenly light dawns upon Mr. 
Crack.) But of course — it’s my 
wish — my very best wish. I’m 
being given a chance to out-talk 
Rowena! (For a moment he con- 
tinues to beam, then a frown of dis- 
may creases his forehead.) But what 
shall I talk about? I can’t think of a 
single thing to say for myself! (Znter 
a group of school children, laughing 
and noisy.) Well, now, that’s better. 
It was getting almost too quiet in 
here. I’m not used to it. Good after- 
noon, children. (Mrs. CLAck, 
snatching up her bonnet hurriedly, sits 
down in the chair in the corner, look- 
ing very unhappy.) 

CaiItpREN: Hello, Mr. Moonman. 
(Without noticing Mrs. Ciack) 

SMALL Boy: Have you taken any more 
trips to the moon lately? (Mrs. 
CLACK’s eyes pop us she stares at Mr. 
Ciack unbelievingly.) 

Mr. Crack (Glancing sideways at his 
spouse and putting his finger to his 
mouth to say shush, then suddenly 
remembering she can’t speak): Star- 
dust and moonbeams! (Laughing, 
his fancy tickled by Mrs. Cuiack’s 
expression) I certainly have, and I 
brought back some imported star- 
dust with me. Try some of these 
cookies for flavor. (The CHILDREN 
help themselves, making a great deal 
of noise, and all unnoticed, Mrs. 





Cuack steals up behind the counter 
and grabs a cookie for herself, which 
she consumes with obvious curiosity.) 

Sma.ut Grru: They’re very good, Mr. 
Moonman. (Wistfully) I wish my 
grandmother could try some. Maybe 
they’d chase her pains and aches 
away. How many could I buy for a 
penny, please? It’s all I have. (Mr. 
Crack glances hesitantly at his wife, 
who, much to his surprise, reaches for 
a bag under the counter, fills it to the 
top and gives it to SMALL Giri with a 
cheerful smile.) 

Mr. Ciack (Muttering): Why, I'd 
almost think she’d been sampling my 
stardust! 

GINGERBREAD Man (Thrusting his 
head in at the window): Give me 
some credit please! (Aggrievedly) 
After all, I’ve been working over- 
time on your second-best wish. 

Mr. Ciack: A thousand apologies, my 
friend. You see, I was right, though. 
It always pays to look on the bright 
side. 

GINGERBREAD Man (Dubiously): I 
hope for your sake it lasts, that’s all. 
I can’t stay concentrating in this 
window much longer. It’s too much 
of a strain on my brain. (CHILDREN 
are running about playing, and Mrs. 
Cuack watches them smilingly, offer- 
ing them more cookies — silently, of 
course — and helping herself to an- 
other.) 

Mr. Crack (Anziously): You mean 
this may not last? 

GINGERBREAD Man: I can’t guarantee 
anything. It was pretty hard getting 
through that upper crust, I can tell 
you. It all depends on how long I 
can hold out in this window. (Enter 


Boortste and Biss. GINGERBREAD 
MAN retreats hastily.) 

Boorsre: May we buy a little flour, 
Mr. Moonman, please? Aunt Jennie 
is going to make some bread for us 
after she has finished sewing fine 
seams for the mayor’s wife tonight. 

Brss: Nice white bread like yours, Mr. 
Moonman. (Mrs. CLAck jumps up 
hastily and pops two loaves of bread 
into a bag which she gives to the chil- 
dren.) 

Mr. Cuiack (Looking very pleased): 
There, my cherubs, that’ll save your 
Aunt Jennie some time and work. 

Bootsig: Thank you very much Mrs. 
— Mrs. — 

Mr. Cuack: Moonman. (Beaming at 
his wife) She’s going with me after 
this when I journey to the moon. 
Aren’t you, my love? (Mrs. Crack 
nods eagerly.) By the way, did you 
notice the gingerbread man in the 
window? 

BoorstzE: I should say we did. 

Brss: Raisin eyes and cherry nose — 
yum, yum! (Mrs. Ciack goes to the 
window and returns with a ginger- 
bread man cookie which she gives to 
Boorste and Briss.) 

Mr. Cuack (Triumphantly): This 
surely proves that the magic’s going 
to last. (The CuitpRen all leave, 
bidding noisy goodbyes. After they 
have gone it is very quiet. Mrs. 
CLAcK continues to sit and smile but 
Mr. Cuack begins to get fidgety.) 
Blow the trumpets and sound the 
horns — this quiet is getting on my 
nerves. Why I’d much rather have 
her sputtering at me, now that I 

. have found out she really has a heart 
of gold underneath. I guess I even 





rather liked it. Alas, I have made 
the poor woman speechless — what 
a monster I am! (Enter Bow, Pie 
PuatTE, CAKE Pan and MEASURING 
Cup.) 

Bow .: I hope you’ve had joy, sir, from 
your wish. We’ve done our best. 
Mr. Cuiack (Groaning): I’m very 
ashamed of myself for ever having 
made such a wish. How happy I 
would be if only my poor, dear wife 
would regain her speech. (Jn his 
grief, he covers his face with his hands. 
Bow, Pre Piatre, Cake Pan and 
MEasuRING Cup grin at each other 

and hastily withdraw.) 

Mrs. Crack (Suddenly getting back her 
voice): Albert! 

Mr. Crack (Drawing his hands down 
hastily): Yes, my love. What is it? 
The dishes are done, as you can -ee. 

Mrs. Crack (Boomingly): Hang out 
the stars and call me Dusty — if 


e 


we’re going to take off for the moon 
tonight, Albert Clack, we’ll have to 
step lively. You close up shop while 
I get supper ready. Whoopee! (She 
exits through kitchen door in a jig 
step.) 
Mr. Cuiack (Tossing his cap in the air) : 
Oh, sugar and spice and everything 
nice, 
Her heart is not made of cold stone, 
It paid to unfold the filling of gold 
That lay twixt her ribs and back- 
bone. 


The moral of this, which you cannot 
miss, 

Unless you’re trying to stall, 

Is if you dig deep, a rich harvest 
you'll reap 

That lies in the heart of us all. 


THE END 


Because of the popularity of this play, it is reprinted 
from the January, 1952, issue. 


PRODUCTION NOTES 


SuGAR AND SPIcE 


Characters: 2 male; 5 female: 4. either male 
or female, to be the kitchen utensils; as 
many male and female characters as de- 
sired to be children. 

Piaying Time: 20 minutes. 

Costumes: Mr. Clack wears a cook’s tall white 
cap and apron. Mrs. Clack wears a black 
bonnet and shawl with a Mother Hubbard 
apron covering her dress. Mrs. Nibble, 
Mildred, Bootsie and Bibs wear everyday 
clothing. The cooking dishes’ costumes are 
large cutouts of heavy cardboard made to 
look like the utensils they represent. The 
Gingerbread Man’s costume is made the 
same way. 

Properties: Cookies, doughnuts, cooking 
dishes, Christmas tree snow, broom, bags, 


dishcloth, towel, two loaves of bread, two 
large gingerbread man cookies. 


Setting: A puter shop. Shelves on the up- 
stage wall hold cardboard cutouts of baked 
goods. On a counter in front of the shelves 
are trays of cookies and doughnuts. Ruffled 
curtains hang at the large open window at 
upstage left, and on the door at the center 
of the left wall. Bells hang inside the door. 
Against the right wall upstage stands a 
table holding cooking dishes and a dish- 
pan. A dishcloth and towels hang on a 
rack above the table. Beyond the table 
is a door leading to the kitchen. At right 
center is a long bench, at left is chair. 
There is a hook beside the door at left. 


Lighting: No special effects. 





Mother’s Choice 


by Mildred Hark McQueen 


Characters 
Moru_Er, Vera Johnson 
FatuEer, Henry Johnson 
LUCILLE 
Pat 
BoBBY 

Time: The Saturday before Mother’s 
Day. Late afternoon. 

Sertine: The living room of the Johnson 
family. There is a table in one corner 
with a newspaper and a telephone on 
it. The room is comfortably furnished. 

Ar Rise: Lucie, about twelve years 
old, sits in chair at left holding pad 
of paper and a pencil. She is writing. 
Pat, about ten years old, sits curled 
up in chair right. Bossy, eight years 
old, is sprawled on the floor working 
with a model rocket. 

Pat: Lucille, how are you coming with 
the poem for Mother? 

Luciuue: I don’t know. I have some 
verses but — (She reads.) 
Here’s to Mother, 

She’s queen of our realm. 
We feel safe and secure 
With Mom at the helm. 

Pat: What’s wrong with that? 
think it’s terrific. 

Lucie: It isn’t true, though. 

Bossy (Looking up): Sure it is. 
like Mom. 

LucitueE: Of course, but I doubt if 
she ever feels like a queen. Mom 
leads a wretched life. (Writing again) 
What rhymes with slave? 

Bossy: Who’s a slave? I thought you 


their children 
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were writing a poem about Mother. 

LucitLE: Most mothers are slaves to 
their families, but we wish we could 
make her a queen. That’s the idea 
of the poem. 

Bossy (Going back to his model): Mom 
doesn’t seem like a slave to me. 
LucttLeE: Oh, Bobby, you just don’t 
understand. If you'd read this 
article in the newspaper — (She 
picks up newspaper from table as 

MOoruHER enters left.) 

Moruer: Children, are there any more 
dirty clothes in your rooms? 

Pat (Looking horrified): Mother, you 
aren’t washing? 

Moruer (Calmly): Yes, dear. You 
sound as if there were something 
unusual about it. You know I didn’t 
get all the washing done on Monday. 

LuctttE: But it’s the day before 
Mother’s Day. 

MorueEr: So it is. (She smiles a little.) 
Well, the world must go on in spite 
of it. 

Bossy: There are some dirty socks in 
my room, Mom. 

Moruer: Yes, I imagine there are, 
Bobby. (She starts left, then stops.) 
So Mother’s Day is upon us. My, 
I suppose I should have planned a 
special dinner for tonight. 

Pat: Oh, no, Mom. 

Moruer: Well, we'll have a nice Sun- 
day dinner tomorrow. We'll just 
have to take potluck tonight. There 
are always so many chores to do on 





Saturday. No time at all for creative 
living. Sometimes I think this house 
is more like a factory than a home. 
(She goes out.) 

Lucite: There, you see, Pat. Mom’s 
been reading the article in the news- 
paper, too! (She picks wp newspaper 
and reads.) Is the mother at your 
house a slave or a queen? Is your 
home a cold efficiency unit — an in- 
dustrial miniature? Does your 
house present a factory image or a 
palace image? 

Pat (Looking around): This house cer- 
tainly doesn’t look like a palace. 

Bossy: It doesn’t look like a cold 
efficiency unit, or a factory either. 

Lucite: But it is. It’s a factory 
where Mom slaves from morning 
till night — cooking, sewing, wash- 
ing. Oh, if there were only some- 
thing we could do. 


Bossy: Maybe you and Pat could 
help her more. 


Pat: Look who’s talking, Bobby 
Johnson! Who didn’t take out the 
garbage this morning when he was 
asked, and who gets his clothes so 
dirty Mom can’t get them clean? 

LucttLtE (Dramatically rising): Dirty 
clothes, garbage, clutter — those are 
the things that make up Mom’s life! 
(Reading from paper again) Listen. 
“In the factory home Mother feels 
enslaved, doing menia: chores in 
which she finds little satisfaction. 
But in the palace home, the mother 
of the house becomes a queenly, 
important person. Every woman 
now and then has the urge to trans- 
form her home into a palace.” 

Bossy: That’s silly. Nobody lives in 
a palace except a queen. 


LucitLe (Sitting down and placing 
newspaper on table): Bobby, it’s 
symbolic. It just means that we 
ought to make Mother feel like a 
queen and feel that her home is a 
palace. She ought to have more 
glamor and beauty in her life. 

Pat: Well, Lucille, we did get her a 
corsage to wear to church tomorrow. 

Bossy: I have a box of candy for her. 

Lucite: And you'll probably eat 
most of it yourself. It’s Dad’s 
present I’m counting on. He’s 
getting the big present. 

Par: And we told him over and over 
to get something glamorous. (The 
phone rings.) 

LucttuEe: Oh, maybe that’s Dad now! 

Bossy (Getting up and rushing to 
phone): I'll get it. (Picking up re- 
ceiver) Hello? Hi, Dad... Are you 
buying the present for Mom? 

Part: Ask him what it is, Bobby. 

Bossy: What did you say, Dad? Oh, 
boy, that sounds like fun . . . What? 
O.K., I’ll tell them, and Mom, too. 
(He hangs up.) 

LuciLue: Has Dad bought the present? 
What is it? 

Bossy: He didn’t tell, but he says it’s 
something wonderful. Just what 
Mom’s been wanting for ages. 

Lucttue: Oh, I can hardly wait to 
see what it is. 

Bossy: He'll be right home, and what 
do you think? He says to tell Mom 
he’s taking us all out to dinner to- 
night. 

Pat: Out to dinner? How terrific. 
(She rushes to door left.) Mom, 
Mom, listen! (Moruer comes to the 
doorway, carrying some socks and 
other dirty clothes.) 





Moruer: What’s happened? 

Pat: Dad just called. He’s taking us 
all out to dinner. 

Moruer: Now, wasn’t that sweet of 
your father to think of that? I 
don’t know when we’ve gone out to 
dinner. (Looking at dirty clothes) 
You know, I don’t think I’ll wash 
these things, after all. I’d better 
get myself fixed up a little. My 
hair and my nails — and I wonder 
what I’ll wear. Oh, this is such a 
nice surprise. We'll just sit there 
and order our food, and we won’t 
have to worry about cooking it or 
washing the dishes. (She goes out.) 

Luctuze (Looking after her): Poor 
Mom. You can just see how she 
feels most of the time. Enslaved. 
It’s kind of pathetic how thrilled 
she was, all because of a little thing 
like going out to dinner. 


Bossy: You're goofy, Lucille. 
Pat: I don’t think we should feel so 


discouraged, Lucille. This is the 
first step toward making Mom feel 
like a queen, and think how she’ll 
feel when Dad gets home with her 
present. 

LuctLue: You’re right, Pat. We ought 
to accentuate the positive. Oh, I 
wonder what the present will be. I 
suggested a beautiful negligee — 
satin or velvet, maybe, that Mom 
can wear when she relaxes. 

Bossy: But you talk as if she never 
does relax. 

Pat: Or something difforent for the 
house. I suggested silver candle- 
sticks or a real fancy lamp. 

LuctLue: A new lamp might be good. 
It might shed a soft rosy glow over 
everything and make this old junky 
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furniture look better. Well, I’d 
better finish this poem. (She starts 
writing as FatHer enters right, 
beaming.) 

Fatuer: Hi, family. Am I ever pleased 
with myself! (They all rush toward 
him and he grins.) 

Pat: But Dad, where’s the present? 

FaTHER: Now, now, don’t rush me. 
You just wait until you hear what 
I’ve bought for your mother. 

Bossy: Do you have it in your pocket, 
Dad? 

Pat: Or is it going to be delivered? 

FaTHER (Looking around and walking 
left): Is your mother around? I 
don’t want her to overhear this. I 
just want to see her face when I tell 
her what we're giving her. (He 
walks right.) She’s never had a 
present like this for Mother’s Day. 
(He sits down right and stretches his 
legs expansively.) 

LuctLLE: Oh, Dad, please, there’s no 
reason to keep us in suspense. 

FatHer: Now, wait, there’s a big 
secret I didn’t tell you. I know you 
children thought we were going to 
spend — oh, maybe twenty or 
twenty-five dollars at the most. I 
told you we could go a little higher 
this year — but I wanted to sur- 
prise you, too. 

Pat: Dad,. you mean, you broke the 
bank? 

FaTHER: A few days ago, I got a bonus 
I didn’t expect, for my outstanding 
sales, I’ll have you know. And I 
blew every bit of it on your mother’s 
present. All two hundred and fifty 
dollars of it. 

Bossy: Two hundred and fifty dollars. 
Wowie! 





Lucite: Oh, Dad, I can’t believe it. 
It must be something wonderful. 
Pat: Something beautiful that 

Mother’s always wanted! 

Faruer (Rising and making his an- 
nouncement): You bet it is. It’s a 
dream present — dear to every 
woman’s heart. It’s a brand-new, 
modern, super-speed, double-action 
washing machine! 

Par: What? (She falls into a chair.) 

LuciuE (Also sitting down): A wash- 
ing machine? How horrible, Dad. 
How perfectly horrible! 

Pat: Dad, how could you? 

Lucie: It’s a cold efficiency unit, an 
industrial miniature, a factory sym- 
bol. 

FaTHer (Bewildered): A factory what? 
What are you girls talking about? 
You must be out of your minds. 

Bossy: You tell ’em, Pop. 


Lucite: Hush up, Bobby. Oh, Dad, 
I told you to get something beautiful 


and glamorous. And you end up 
with a washing machine! 

“ATHER: But it’s what your mother 
needs. She’s been having trouble 
with the old one. Just last Monday 
it broke down again. 

Pat: But you fixed it, Dad. 

Faruer: I know, but that old machine 
won't last. 

LucituE: Dad, listen, a washing ma- 
chine will make Mom feel more like 
a slave than ever, chained to this 
house. 

FatHer: Nonsense, she can do the 
wash in a third of the time. I wish 
the store could have delivered the 
new machine today, but there wasn’t 
time. But here’s my receipt. (He 
takes slip of paper from pocket and 


holds it up.) I thought we could 
give her this along with a card. 
Weren’t you kids going to make a 
card or write a verse or something? 

LuciuuE: I have a verse, but I’ll never 
give it to Mom with a washing ma- 
chine. I won’t be a party to such 
a thing. 

FatuEer: Now, now, you girls don’t 
know what you’re talking about. 
Wait and see how pleased your 
mother will be. The machine will 
be here bright and early Monday 
morning, in time for her to do the 
washing. 

Lucie: In time for her to do — oh, 
how awful to remind Mom of the 
washing on Mother’s Day. Dad, 
listen, you'll just have to cancel it. 

Fatuer: But I can’t do that. 

Pat: Dad, please. Mom was so 
thrilled when we told her you were 
taking us out to dinner. We can’t 
spoil everything now. 

FatuEer: But I — I don’t know what 
to think. I felt sure your mother 
would be thrilled with the washing 
machine. I still feel — 

LucttueE: Oh, no, Dad. You just don’t 
understand women. 

Fatuer: No man does, but just the 
same I’ve lived with your mother a 
lot longer than you children have. 
What do you think, Bobby? Man 
to man, tell me. 

Bossy: I don’t know, Dad. Lucille 
and Pat get crazy ideas, but I did 
hear Mom say just a few minutes 
ago that this house seemed like a 
factory. 

Faruer: A factory, huh. Well, I must 
say I’m very disappointed, after 
buying just what I thought your 





mother wanted. Besides, it’s too 
late now to get anything else. 

Lucie: No, it isn’t, Dad. Call them 
up right away. Cancel the washing 
machine. 

Pat: Yes, Dad, hurry. Before Mom 
gets dressed. She’s getting dolled 
up for the dinner. 

FatHerR (Going slowly toward phone): 
But now we won’t have any present 
for her, except the usual flowers and 
candy. 

Lucite: Dad, I have a wonderful 
idea! Cancel the washing machine 
and tell the store you want a gift 
certificate! 

FatueEr: I could do that, I suppose — 

Pat: A gift certificate for $250. Then 
Mom can choose anything she wants 
in the whole department store. 


FatueEr: Let’s see, is the phone number 
on the receipt here? (He looks.) 
Yes, here it is. (He dials.) I hate to 
do this, but — 

Lucite: Oh, Dad, you’re doing the 
right thing. I know you are. Why, 
if we gave Mom a washing machine, 
she — she might — leave home or 
something. 

Fatuer: Hello? Let me speak to the 
adjustment department, please. 

Lucttte: Oh, Mom will be thrilled. 
All that money to get something 
she really wants. 

Fatuer: Yes, hello. This is Henry 
Johnson. I bought a washing ma- 
chine there just a while ago. A 
Super Queen, I think it was called. 
$250. I want to cancel my purchase. 
Well, I changed my mind. Or rather 
I had it changed for me. I’d like to 
have a gift certificate instead. (Turn- 


ing to children) She’s going to take 
care of it. 

Lucttue: Oh, wonderful! And I’d 
better finish this poem. I still have 
a line or two. (She writes again.) 

Pat: I do hope Dad gets this settled 
before Mom shows up. Bobby, go 
see if you can keep Mom busy for 
a tittle while. 

Bossy (Getting up): But I thought you 
wanted her to relax. 

Pat: Don’t argue. 
losing things. Can’t you ask her 
where something is? Or, I know, 
ask her what you ought to wear out 
to dinner. 

Bossy: But I don’t want to get dressed 
up. 

Pat (Firmly): Bobby — 

Bossy (Going out left): O.K. O.K. 
(Calling as he goes off) Mom! Oh, 
Mom! 

FatHErR (Into phone): Fine, fine. If 
you'll just cancel the slip for the 
washing machine and make out a 
gift certificate for $250 to Mrs. 
Henry Johnson. Say, I don’t sup- 
pose you could get it out here this 
afternoon, could you? By special 
messenger? It’s a Mother’s Day 
present. I’ll be glad to pay extra, 
whatever it costs. 

Pat: Oh, Dad, how terrific if they 
could. It will be so much more ex- 
citing to see the gift certificate than 
just to have you tell her about it. 

LuctLue: Of course it would. (Looking 
at her piece of paper) If I do say so, 
I think this is a pretty good Mother’s 
Day poem. 

FatHer (Into phone): Thank you — 
thank you, that’s wonderful. (He 
hangs up.) A very nice young lady. 


You’re always 





When I told her the present was for 
Mother’s Day, she said she under- 
stood. She has a mother, too. 

Pat: How sweet. 

Fatuer: And she’s sending the gift 
certificate right out by special mes- 
senger. It should be here shortly. 

LucILLE (Running and kissing 
FaTHER): Dad, I love you. You're 
the greatest. 

Pat: I’ll say you are, Dad. And you 
just wait and see how pleased 
Mother will be. (Morner enters 
with Bossy, who now wears a jacket 
over his shirt. Moruer has changed 
her dress and fluffed out her hair. 
She wears earrings and necklace.) 

Moruer (As she enters): Girls, what- 
ever have you done to your brother? 
He actually wants to get dressed up 
in his best jacket. (Seeing FaTHER 
and smiling) Henry dear, you’re 
home. I’m so glad. And I’m thrilled 
we're going out to dinner. 


FaTHER: Vera, my dear, you look very 
nice — very nice indeed. 

Lucttue: Yes, like a queen, doesn’t 
she, Dad? 

Faruer: Yes, yes, indeed. Queenly 


and regal. It must be your hair. 

Moruer (Pleased): Why, Henry. I 
did change my hairdo a little. 
Fluffed it out more. 

Fatuer: Well, whatever it is, you look 
positively beautiful. Here, sit down, 
Vera, right here, where we can all 
look at you. (He leads Moruer to 
chair right and she sits down, looking 
a little bewildered. ) 

Moruer: Well, I don’t know what’s 
gotten into all of you. But I must 
say it’s very pleasant. Bobby want- 
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ing to dress up, you paying me all 
these compliments, Henry. 

Fatuer: You deserve them, my dear. 
Isn’t that a new dress? 

Moruer: New dress? My goodness, 
no. It’s three years old. But I’ve 
dressed it up with jewelry. 

Lucite: You may have a new dress 
very soon, Mom. Who knows? 

Moruer: Well, I know our budget, 
Lucille. Unless there’s a fairy god- 
mother around — 

Pat: How about a fairy godfather? 
Dad, for instance? 

Moruer: My, you do all look pleased 
with yourselves. Do you have 
another surprise? I’ve already had 
one. We’re going out to dinner. 

Fatruer: As a matter of fact we do 
have a surprise. That is, we will 
have. 

Lucttie: More than one, Mom. 

FatHer: Yes, I believe the children 
have written a special poem for you 
in honor of Mother’s Day. 

Pat: Lucille really wrote it, but we all 
thought of the idea. You know, 
Mom, something different, instead of 
the same old card with ‘Happy 
Mother’s Day.” 

FatHer: And a splendid idea. Now, 
Miss Poet Laureate, will you do the 
honors? 

LucitLE (Rising and smiling): Thank 
you, Dad. (She reads.) 

Here’s to Mother, 

She’s queen of our realm. 
We feel safe and secure, 
With Mom at the helm. 

MorueEr (Nodding and smiling): Why, 
how lovely. How perfectly lovely. 





Lucite: We wish we could give her 
A palace or two; 
We would like to make 
All her wishes come true. 


We would place a crown 

Upon her hair; 

Give her ermine and diamonds 
To show her we care. 


Moruer: My goodness. 

Bossy: Lucille must have been up on 
Cloud Nine when she wrote this. 

Pat: Sh-h. 


Lucie: But alas, it’s a dream 
That will not come true; 
We can’t do for Mom 
What we’d like to do. 


And a queen’s life is different 
From our Mother’s life; 

Her life’s full of trouble 

And toil and strife. 


She slaves for her family 
From morning till night; 
She keeps our modest home 
Shining and bright. 


Moruer (Looking around) : Our modest 
home? 
Lucie: She cooks and she sews, 
Hears the problems we face; 
And all of our troubles, 
She tries to erase. 
Fatuer: This poem is sad, Lucille, anc 
getting sadder by the minute. 
Luctuuz: So the only crown 
We can give Mom today 
Is a crown of love 
For Mother’s Day. 
Moruer (Dabbing at her eyes): Why, 
that’s beautiful — just beautiful. 
Lucu: Did you like it, Mom? 
Par: And you are going to get a 
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present, too. Lucille didn’t know 
when she wrote the poem. 

Moruer: But I don’t deserve any 
more. My goodness, a crown of 
love, and I’m the queen of your 
realm. I wish I felt and acted more 
like a queen. I’m afraid I’m very 
cross sometimes — not really the 
way you pictured me. 

Lucite: But Mom, you have to put 
up with so much. 
Moruer: Nonsense. 

rings.) 

Bossy: Here’s the present, I’ll bet. 
Here’s the present. (FATHER rises 
quickly.) 

Faruer: I’ll take care of it. (He goes 
off right.) 

Moruer: My, I can’t stand much more 
excitement. I suppose it’s a mes- 
senger, with flowers maybe. 

Lucite: No, you’re wrong, Mom. 
You’d never guess — never. 

FaTHerR (Enters smiling, with a long 
white envelope.): Well, well, well. 
Here’s your present, my dear. And 
we hope you'll like it. 

MorueEr (Smaling and taking envelope) : 
But what on earth is it? Another 
special message? (She opens en- 
velope and takes out gift certificate, 
staring at it.) Why, why — it’s a 
gift certificate from Porter’s. How 
nice. What! What? Oh, no, it 
can’t be! Not two hundred and 
fifty dollars! 

Fatuer: That’s it, my dear, that’s it. 
You’re not seeing double. 

Pat: Aren’t you thrilled, Mom? 

Bossy: Isn’t that a lot of dough? 

MorueEr: But I can’t take it. It’s too 
much. Henry, please — 

FaTHER: Now, Vera, we'll have no 


(The doorbell 





arguments. It’s all yours. I got a 
special bonus, and we all agree it 
should go to you. That’s your 
present for Mother’s Day. Buy any- 
thing you want. 

Moruer: Anything I want? Really? 

Lucie: Sure, Mom. (Breathlessly) 
What are you going to get? 

Moruer: Well, it seems selfish to get 
something just for myself. I ought 
to get something all of you could 
enjoy. 

Luciiit: Absolutely not. This is just 
for you, Mom. 

Fatuer: Yes, my dear, it certainly is. 

Moruer: All right then, I’ll be selfish. 
Because I know what I want. 

Par: A new sofa? 

Moruer: More than anything in the 
world I want — 

Lucie: That expensive coat and suit 
you admired in Porter’s window? 
Mortuer: I hope you won’t mind, 

but — 

Pat: Those silver candlesticks. 

Moruer: What I really want is a — 

Lucite: A new set of china? 

Moruer: Is a brand spanking new 
automatic washing machine! (They 
all stare at her in stunned silence.) 

Bossy (Grinning): Say, Dad, what do 
you know? 

Fatuer (Shaking his head at Bossy 
but grinning, too): Well, this is very 
interesting, my dear. So that’s what 
you’re going to get? 

Moruer: Yes, and Porter’s have just 
what I want. I saw an ad in the 
paper. Double action, super speed — 

Lucite: But, Mom, we thought — 
well, we thought you’d want some- 
thing — well, beautiful and glamor- 
ous — 


MorHer: Oh, my dear, you don’t 
understand how beautiful a new 
washing machine can seem to a 
woman who’s been struggling along 
with an old one for years. Why, I 
was beginning to feel like a slave to 
that old machine, but now — well, 
I’ll feel like a queen, the way you 
said in the poem. In fact, I think 
that’s the name of the machine — 
the Super Queen. 

FaTHeR: Yes, it is, my dear. 

Moruer: Did you see the ad, too, 
Henry? 

FaTuHer: I happened to, yes. 

Moruer (Goes to table and picks up 
newspaper): 'The ad’s here in the 
paper somewhere. My, what’s this? 
Oh, someone’s been writing an 
article about mothers. It says: “Is 
your mother a slave or a queen?” 
Well, there’s no doubt what J’ll be 
when I get my new washing ma- 
chine. Look, here it is. Here’s the 
picture. The Super Queen! Oh, 
Henry, call the store right away and 
tell them to deliver it first thing 
Monday morning. (FatTHER smiles 
and goes toward phone.) Oh, and 
look, here’s a little verse in the ad. 
It’s kind of cute. It fits right in 
with your poem, Lucille. (Reading, 
as they all listen) 

Monday’s » dream day 

With the Super Queen; 

Mom’s home is her castle, 

And she is the queen. 

(MorTHER holds up picture of washing 

machine.) Isn’t that a beautiful 

Mother’s Day present? My, I can 

hardly wait until Monday morning! 
THE END 

(Production Notes on page 44) 
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Lower Grades 





School for Scamperers 


by Rowena Bennett 


Characters 

LonG-Ears 

Bos-Tat 

WIGG.LE-NosE 

Mammy Rassit, thetr mother 

RovER 

Time: A spring day. 

Serrine: A clearing in the woods. At 
right is a hollow log or stump, and 
at left is a bramblebush. 

At Rise: Lone-Ears, Bos-Tatn, and 
WiaGie-Nose hop onstage, single 
file, carrying carrots. 

Lone-Ears, Bos-Tart, and WIGGLE- 
Nose (As they circle stage): We're 

three little rabbits. We hippity- 
hop it. (They hop to front of stage.) 

We nibble. We dribble. We flippity- 
flop it. (They nibble their carrots 
and flip and flop their ears.) 

We’re three little rabbits with rab- 
bity habits, 

We're off for the hill, to top it and 
crop it. 

We’re looking for blossoms of sweet- 
smelling clover. (Sound of barking 
is heard off-stage.) 

Oh, dear! Did you hear that? It’s 
horrid old Rover! (They huddle 
together.) 

Lone-Ears (Frightened): Where’s 
Mammy? (They all look around.) 

Bos-Tatu: I don’t know. 


three little rabbits 


Wiae.e-Nose: Oh, dear! Oh, dear! 
(Mammy Raspir enters in a hurry.) 

Mammy: Here I am, bunnies. Don’t 
be afraid. Rover may sound near, 
but that’s just an echo, I’m quite 
sure. It’s fooled me before. 

Lone-Ears: But what if it isn’t an 
echo? (He shivers.) What if it’s 
fooling you again? 

Bos-Tat1L: What if he’s really coming? 
(He trembles.) 

Wiaeuir-Nose: What would we do? 
(She wails.) 

Mammy: Dear me! Don’t be so scared. 
All you have to do is remember 
what I taught you. You don’t have 
a big bark like Rover, do you? 

Lonc-Ears, Bos-Tart, and WiGGLE- 
Nose (Jn chorus): No. 

Mammy: So you can’t scare him, can 
you? 

LonG-Ears (Shaking his ears): No. 

Bos-Tam (Shaking his ears): No. 

Wiac.E-Nose (Shaking her ears): No. 

Mammy: Then you must fool him. 
Rover is very noisy. So you must be 
very quiet. 

Lone-Ears: Oh, I remember the les- 
son: 

We must come and we must go 
On paddy-waddy tippy-toe. 

Bos-Ta1u: So nobody will ever know 

We go and come, and come and go. 





Mammy: Good. But you must not 
only run as soft as a shadow — 
you must go as swift as a flying 
cloud. 

Lone-Ears: J can do it! See? (He 
runs around the stage at a great rate.) 

Bos-Tart: So can I! (He follows.) 

Wiaeie-Nosz: So can I! (She follows.) 

Mammy: That will do. That will do! 
(They all stop and come over to her.) 
I know you're all good runners. But 
suppose the wind was blowing the 
wrong way and you couldn’t sniff 
which way Rover was coming. Then 
what would you do? 

Lonc-Ears: I'd hide in a hollow log. 

Bos-Taru: I’d jump into a bramble- 
bush. 

Mammy (After a small silence): And 
what would you do, Wiggle-Nose? 
WiaG.e-Nose: I — I’d climb a tree. 
LonG-Ears (Laughing): Sounds just 

like a girl! 

Bos-Tait (Scornfully): Don’t you 
know rabbits can’t climb trees? 

Wiecie-Nose: I — I’d follow Mam- 
my’s tail that’s like a white light 
in the forest bobbing up and down, 
always ahead of me. 

Mammy: Well, that was the first lesson, 
of course. It was very safe when you 
were a baby, but now that you’re 
getting big, you can’t depend on me. 
You have to learn how to protect 
yourself. 

Wiaeie-Nose: I know! I remember 
the last lesson. I’m supposed to 
freeze. 

Mammy: That’s right. 
member the rhyme? 

WiaGie-Nossz: Yes. It goes like this: 
Crouch and scarcely draw a breath, 
Freezing up as still as death, 


Can you re- 


Never twitching nose or ear 
When a barking dog comes near. 

Lone-Ears and Bos-Tai: She would 
freeze just out of fear! (They laugh.) 

Mammy: Freezing is the hardest lesson 
you’ve had so far. 

Lone-Ears (Cockily): Not for me. Just 
watch me do it. (He freezes all but 
one ear, which twitches badly.) 

Mammy: No, no, no! You’re twitching 
an ear. Any little move like that 
would show Rover where you are. 

Bos-Tam: Watch me. J can do it. 
(He freezes all except one paw, which 
trembles.) 

Mammy: Oh, dear, no! Can’t you sit 
stiller than that? Look at your 
sister. She hasn’t moved a muscle. 
(Barking is heard again, off-stage) 

Mammy (Fearfully): That doesn’t 
sound like an echo. 

Lonc-Ears: It’s Rover! He’s coming 
this way! (He hides in hollow log.) 

Bos-Tam: Help! Help! (He jumps 
into bramblebush.) 

Wiec.e-Nose: What shall I do? (She 
wails.) 

Mammy (Frantically): Just stay frozen. 

WicGiz-Nose: But what about you? 

Mammy: Don’t worry about me. I'll 
get that dog all mixed up. Just 
watch! (She weaves about the stage, 
making intricate paths around bushes, 
trees, logs, stumps, etc., finally dodging 
behind a tree. Rover enters, running 
and sniffing in circles. Then he 
pauses, puzzled.) 

Rover (With a growl): Now where in 
thunder did that rabbit go? I 
know I saw one. (He looks about 
bewildered, and spies hollow log.) Ah, 
I’ll wager it went in there! (He 
runs over to log and sniffs.) 





Mammy (Coming out quickly from be- 
hind tree): No, it didn’t. It’s here! 
(She stands in full view of Rover. 
He turns and chases her. They gallop 
all over the stage tll MAm™My again 
dodges out of sight behind tree.) 

Rover (Pausing, panting): Those rab- 
bits are such crazy creatures! They 
run in and out and round about till 
they make me dizzy. (He sits and 
pants, and fans himself with hés tail. 
Then he gets up with sudden inspira- 
tion.) I know! That rabbit must have 
jumped into the bramblebush. (He 
starts toward bush, but Mammy leaps 
out from behind tree and gets there 
first.) . 

Mammy (Blocking bush): No, here I am. 
Not in the bush at all. Catch me if 
you can. (She weaves about stage 
with Rover following her path with 
his nose. When he gets near to the 
“frozen”” W1aGLE-Nosg, Mammy in- 
tercedes, circling Rover, calling 
“Herel” and “Here!’’ till she leads 
him off-stage. Rover darts after her 
with loud yelps which seem to get 
farther and farther away.) 

Lono-Ears (Coming out of hollow log): 
My, my! Did you see Mammy mix 
up that dog? 

Bos-Tau, (Leaping out of bramble- 
bush): Did you see all those little 
scrambly paths she made? Just like 
a Chinese puzzle! 

WiaauE-Nose (Relaxing from her 
“freeze” « . rushing over to look off- 
stage): Dear, oh, dear! Mammy took 
such terrible risks! Do you realize 
she saved all our lives? 

Lone-Ears: But Rover couldn’t have 
caught me in the log. 

Bos-Tar: Nor me in the bush. 


Wiccur-Nosu: He could have starved 
you or dug you out. Dogs sometimes 
do. They wait and wait, and dig 
and dig . . . until . . . (Faint barking 
is heard again off-stage.) 

Lone-Ears: My! Rover sounds far 
away! 

Bos-Tatu: I can’t hear him at all now. 

Wieeie-Nose: You don’t think he 
caught her, do you? 

Lone-Ears and Bos-Ta (Together): 
Caught her? (They all suddenly wail. 
Mammy enters.) 

Mammy (Breathless): Here, here! 
What’s all this weeping and wailing? 

LonG-Ears, Bos-Tam and WiGGLE- 
Nose (Running to her and hugging 
her): Mammy, Mammy, Mammy! 
You're safe! 

Mammy (Fanning herself with one ear, 
then the other): Whew! That was a 
chase if there ever was one! Up hill, 
down dale, around and around. 
(She laughs.) When I got Rover all 
mixed up I doubled back on my 
tracks, and here I am! 

Lonc-Ears and Bos-Tat: Is he still 
running? 

Mammy: Yes. In the wrong direction. 
(They laugh.) 

WiaGGLE-Nose (Still serious and fright- 
ened): Oh, I’m so glad you're all 
right! (She gives Mammy an eztra 
hug.) 

Mammy (Lightly and cheerfully): 
Making puzzle-paths can be fun 
when dogs are as stupid as Rover. 

LonG-Ears: Is that the next lesson? 
Making puzzle-paths? 

Bos-Tari: And mixing dogs up? 

WiaeiE-Nose: Oh, 
lesson now! 


let’s have the 





Lone-Ears and Bos-Ta: Yes, yes, PRODUCTION NOTES 
yes. Tue Crocus Wo Covutpn’t Boom 


Mammy: Well, I was going to give you (Play on pages 77-82) 


that lesson tomorrow, but since | Characters: 9 male; 10 female. 
you've all shown me how well you | F/aying Time: 20 minutes. 


Costumes: Mother Nature wears a green dress, 
learned the other lessons — apron, and sunbonnet. Father Nature 
wears green overalls, green plaid shirt and 
straw hat; he has a corncob pipe. Robins 
have 1 ompoe bird costumes; when they 
return they wear spring hats. Katy Cater- 
pillar wears a blue-green burlap bag with 
socks on her arms and feet, and stuffed 
socks sewn to the sides; she has a es 
hood with antennae. Under the bag, Katy 
wears black tights and shirt; when she is 
hidden by cocoon, she takes off bag and 
on sequined butterfly wings, biack 

thing cap with glitter dust, and antennae. 
Flowers wear brown cloth or paper seed 
cases, which cover them entirely except for 
their faces; under the cases they wear green 
tights and shirts, and long white socks. 
Their heads are covered with green bathing 
caps, on which are sewn large crépe-paper 
flowers, folded in green wrapping. Crocus 
goes feet first into bag, with green head 
and torso exposed, like a bulb. Weed has 
black seed case, under which he wears the 
basic green costume, devil’s mask, horns 
and pointed tail. March winds wear brown 
shirts and tights, and cardboard lions’ 
heads with crépe-paper manes. Miss 
Shower wears silver raincoat and hat. 
Mr. Sun wears yellow cardboard disk. 
Gertie wears red overalls, red plaid shirt, 
and gloves with large, green thumbs. 


Lonc-Ears, Bos-Tam, and WIGGLE- 
Nose: Yippee! 

Mammy: Here goes. Just watch me, 
and do what I do. (She recites, 
acting out her words while the little 
rabbits imitate.) 

Make a puzzle of your track, 
Running forward, doubling back, 
Racing round a tree or stump 

Or a hillock, or a hump, 

Freezing up as still as death 

While you pause to get your breath 
Then go circling all about, 

Out and in, and in and out. (Lone- 
Ears, Bos-Taii, and WicGLE-NosE 
follow Mammy as she winds off-stage.) 

Aut Rassits (Off-stage, dwindling in 
the distance) : 

Make a puzzle of your track, 
Running forward, doubling back. 
(Curtain) 

THE END 


PRODUCTION NOTES 


ScHOOL FoR SCAMPERERS 


Characters: 3 male; 2 female. 

Playing Time: 10 minutes. 

Costumes: Rabbit costumes. Wiggle-Nose 
has hair ribbons tied in big bows on her 
ears. Rover wears a dog costume. 

Properties: Carrots. 


Setting: A clearing in the woods. A backdrop 
of trees and bushes may be used, or real 
greenery may be used. At one side is a 
hollow log, which may be made of card- 
board, and at the other side is a bramble- 
bush, which may be a real bush or may be 
made of cardboard. 


Lighting: No special effects. 





Properties: 1st Prop Boy has three flags 


marked ‘‘Autumn,’’ ‘“‘Winter,’’ an 

“Spring.” 2nd Prop Boy has triangle and 
striking rod, New Year’s noisemaker, and 
bicycle siren. Cocoon is made of brown 
burlap and mosquito netting. Mother and 
Father Nature have a wheelbarrow, sev- 
eral burlap sheets, and four white sheets. 
Mother Nature has a mirror and a sign 
reading “Do Not Disturb Flowers until 
Spring,’ and Father Nature has a red ker- 
chief and a small whistle. Robins have 
small valises and Miss Shower has a 
sprinkling can with aluminum raindrops. 


Setting: A garden. There is a stone wall 


running across the back, strong enough for 
the Robins to stand on. A tree stands in 
front of the wall, close to the right exit. 
On the wall, attached to the tree, is a large 
nest. The tree has detachable leaves, 
green on one side and red or yellow on the 
other, and it has green buds which can be 
opened into pink flowers. At left is a 
flower bed, suggested by stakes with twine. 
There are two lawnchairs near center and 
clock-calendar, a large disk, down left. 





The Tree Friends 


by Sara Sloane McCarty 


Characters 
Mary | 
HARRY 
CARRIE 
LARRY 
CHERIE 
JERRY 
PABLO 
PENNY 
PAUL 
PATRICIA 
PETER 
PRISCILLA 
CHIPMUNK 
RABBIT 
Brrp 
SuN 
NIGHT 
WIND 
THUNDER 

TE: Morning. 

Sertine: In the forest. 

At Rise: Six AspEN TREES stand in a 
row center stage. At their feet in the 
smallest possible heaps are six PINE 
Trees. The Sun enters left, crosses 
slowly in front of the Pine TREES, 
and stops at right of the last tree. 

Sun (To the audience): This is the 
Forest. Many trees are growing in 
this forest. There are big tall pine 
trees. (He gestures and looks up high 
above his head.) ‘There are spruce 
and fir trees. (Again he gestures and 
looks up high toward imaginary trees.) 
Down on the forest floor you see the 


aspen trees 


pine trees 
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baby pine trees, just starting to grow. 
(He points to the Pin Tress.) And, 
of course, there are aspen trees. (He 
points toward the AsPEN TREES.) 
Aspen trees aren’t big and important 
like the pines and the spruces, but 
the forest could never get along 
without them. In a moment we are 
going to show you why. Listen. The 
aspen trees are talking together. 

Mary Aspen TREE (Stretching): Ho- 
hum. It looks like another very 
warm, sunny day. 

Harry Aspen TREE (Sleepily): Why 
don’t you say hot? 

Carrie AsPpEN TREE (Fluttering her 
hands to show that her leaves are green 
on one side and silver gray on the 
other): We have a nice breeze in the 
afternoon. 

Larry Aspen TREE (Swaying): It 
would be all right if we were closer 
to those big shady trees. 

CuHEeRIE ASPEN TREE (Fluttering her 
hands): No wonder we notice the 
heat of the sun. We’re almost alone 
out here in this clearing. 

Mary Aspen TREp: Not really alone. 
Here comes Rabbit. (A Rassir hops 
on and sits near the Pinz TREE 
babies.) 

Carrig AspEN Tree: And here is 
Chipmunk. (A CHIPMUNK scampers 
in. He is a very frisky fellow.) 

Harry Aspen Trex: Silly girls! Watch 
me. I’m going to make my leaves 





sparkle in the sunlight. (He shakes 
his hands with palms up. All the 
AsPEN TREEs shake their hands.) 


AspEN Trees: Sparkle! Sparkle! (A 
Birp comes by. He holds his arms 
wide, dips to the right, then to the left, 
as he runs.) 

JERRY AsPEN TREE: See the bird. He 
likes the sun. 


Sun: All the forest stretches and grows 
in the sun. (ASPEN TREEs stretch and 
stand tall. Pine Trees lift their 
heads and move them restlessly. Burp, 
CuipmMUNK, and Rapsir move about 
busily.) The animals and birds are 
busy, too. But the day is soon over. 
Night is coming. Now it is time for 
the sun to shine on the other side of 
the world. (He moves off-stage right. 
NiGut enters left.) 


Nicut: I am Night. I bring rest to the 
world. It is time for me to cover the 
forest with darkness. Sleep! (She 
touches the Rassit.) Sleep! (She 
touches the CutpmuNK.) Sleep! (She 
touches the Birp, who puts his head 
under his arm.) Sleep, trees! (She 
waves her arm toward the TREES. 
WIND enters. Sound effects record 
may be used if desired.) 

Winn: Woo! Woo-woo-woo! I am the 
Wind. Here I come to sing in the 
forest. Woo! Woo-woo-woo! 

Niecut: But such a loud song! You 
will wake the forest. 

Winn: They’ll get used to me. I’m 

really a very nice wind. 


Nicut: Except when you play too 
rough. 

Winp: Like this? (He rushes at the 
AsPEN TREES, who shrink from him 
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in terror.) Woo! 
love to play rough. 

Niaut: Stop that! 

Winp: All right. I’ll go, but I’ll be 
back. 

Mary Aspen Tree: I’m frightened. 

Carrig Aspen Tree: I am, too. (She 
clings to Mary.) 

CuHERIE AsPEN TREE: I’m cold! (She 
clings to CARRIE.) 

Harry Aspen Tree (Trying to be 
brave): Silly girls. 

Larry AsPEN TREE: We — we're not 
scared! 

Jerry AspeN Tree: Not — not much! 
(Winp returns and rushes at them.) 
Winp: Woo! Woo-woo-woo! (THun- 
DER enters, clapping cymbals or two 
large pan lids together. Sound effects 

record may be used.) 

THUNDER: Bang! Bang! I am Thun- 
der. I like ‘to make lots of noise! 
Bang! Bang! 

AspEN TREE Girzs: Oh! (They scream.) 

Aspen TreE Boys: Oh! (They hide 
their faces in their hands. All the 
Aspen Trees begin to shake and 
shiver.) 

Nigut: No wonder they call those 
trees the trembling aspen trees. 
They are always shaking and quak- 
ing about something. What is the 
matter? Thunder can’t hurt you. 

TuHuNDER (Laughing): I sound awful, 
don’t !? (He claps the cymbals to- 
gether and runs off yelling.) Bang! 
Bang! 

Winp: I enjoy this sort of noise. Woo! 
Woo-woo-woo! (He rushes at the 
trees, bumping into the baby PINE 
Trees. They wake up again. When 
they speak, they use baby voices.) 

Paso Pine: What was that? 


Woo-woo0-woo! I 





PENNY Pine (Crying): I want my 
mother! 

Pau Pine: Don’t be such a baby. 

Patricia PINE: But we are babies — 
at least, we’re very small. 

PETER PINE: We're baby pine trees. 

PriscrtLa Pine: It’s cold and dark. I 
don’t like the wind. (All the baby 
PINE TREEs begin to whimper softly.) 

Harry Aspen Tree: Did you hear a 
voice? 

LARRY AsPEN TREE: Down there on 
the ground. 

Jerry AspeN Tree: Where? 
dark to see. 

Mary ASPEN 


It’s too 


Tree: I hear them. 


They’re crying. 

Carrig£ AsPEN TREE: It’s the baby 
pine trees. 

Cuerie Aspen TREE: Let’s spread our 
branches over them. (All the ASPEN 
TREES hold out their arms.) 


Harry Aspen Tree: I'll show them 
how brave I am. 

Mary AspEN Tree: Why don’t we 
sing them a lullaby? 

Jerry AsPEN TREE: What shall we 
sing? 

Carrié AspEN TREE: Let’s sing “Sleep, 
baby, sleep. Thy father watches his 
sheep.” (They sing this song, or any 
lullaby they all know, such as “Rock- 
a-bye Baby” or “Sweet and Low.” All 
the AspEN TreEs sing. The PINE 
TREES yawn, stretch, and curl up 
asleep.) 

Nicut: Well! The aspen trees are be- 
ginning to learn why they are there. 
Those baby pine trees need them. 
(She walks very slowly off-stage. The 
Sun enters left as Niaur goes out 
right.) 


Sun (To the audience): Here I am 
again, bright and early. I must ask 
you to imagine that twenty years 
are passing by. Yes, that’s right, 
twenty years. Not that it makes 
much difference to me. I keep right 
on giving light, and the world keeps 
right on whirling around me. But it 
matters to the forest. A lot of things 
can change in the forest in twenty 
years. For one thing, little trees 
grow into big trees. (While he is 
talking, the PINE TREES are rising 
very slowly, stretching a great deal, and 
making as little noise as possible.) 

CuipMUNK (At front stage): My grand- 
father says he can remember when 
the pine trees were very small. 

Rassir (At front stage): It is hard to 
believe that. Just look at them now! 

CurepmuNK: My grandfather says the 
aspen trees used to be taller than 
the pine trees. 

Rapsit: Don’t be silly. Anyone can 
see the pine trees are taller. 

CurpMuNK: They grew. Every minute, 
every day, they grew. 

Mary AspEN TREE (Swaying and 
fluttering her hands): Who is mum- 
bling? 

Harry Aspen Tree: I think Rabbit 
and Chipmunk are talking about us. 

CarRIE ASPEN TREE (Bending to look 
between the tall pine trees): I can’t see 
them. Where? 

LARRY ASPEN TREE: The pine trees 
are too tall. Do you remember — 
CHERIE ASPEN TREE: When they were 

small? Of course I do. 

JERRY ASPEN TREE: We used to sing to 


them so they wouldn’t feel afraid of 
Wind and Thunder. 





Mary Aspen TREE: I can even re- 
member — long ago — when we 
used to be afraid, too. We were 
always trembling. 

Harry AspEN TREE: That’s a funny 
thing. After we began taking care 
of those little pine trees — we were 
not afraid any more. 

AsPEN Trers: Not afraid! We're 
strong and brave. (The Nicut enters 
from the left. The Sun goes off right.) 

Nicut: It is time for darkness. Time 
for sleep. (The W1np and THUNDER 
enter, howling and banging as usual. 
Winp rushes at the trees, who pay no 
attention.) 

Winn: Woo! Woo-woo0-woo! 

THUNDER: Bang! Bang! 


Perry Prine: Do you hear the wind? 


Penny Prive: Yes. Remember when 
we were very small, we were afraid 
of Wind? 

Paut Prive: Afraid of Thunder, too. 

Patricia Pine: The kind aspen trees 
took care of us. 


Perer Pine: They sheltered us with 
their branches. 

PriscitLaA Pine: They sang to us till 
we went to sleep. 

Perry Pine: Let’s thank the aspen 
trees. 

Pine Trees: Thank you, aspen trees. 

AsPEN TREES: You’re welcome. 

Harry AspEN TREE: We're very 
proud of you, so tall and brave. 

Perry Pine: Thank you. We think 
you are very beautiful when the sun 
shines on your leaves. 

Aspen TREES: Thank you. (They all 
flutter their hands, palms up.) 

Nieut (To the audience): And so for- 
ever after, wherever you find tall, 
tall pine trees, you will find the aspen 
trees close by. And wherever there 
are baby pines, the aspens will be 
there to spread their branches over 
them, to sing them lullabies. For 
aspen trees, like everyone else, learn 
to be brave and strong by helping 
others. (Curtain) 


THE END 


PRODUCTION NOTES 


Tue Tree FRIENDS 


Characters: 7 male; 12 female. All-girl or all- 
boy cast may be used, if desired. 

Playing Time: 15 minutes. 

Costumes: If desired, characters may be 
identified with appropriate signs. For more 
elaborate production, aspen trees wear 
white caps, white skirts or trousers, and 
white shirts with green and silver paper 
leaves sewn on. The leaves extend down 
over the hands, so that when the children 
hold their hands palms up, the palms look 
silver. Pine trees wear green caps, brown 
skirts or trousers, and green blouses with 
stiff green paper fringes sewn on. Animals 
wear appropriate animal costumes. Bird 
wears bright blue leotards and blue paper 
wings on a wire frame. Night wears black 
clothing and black peaked cap with a silver 


crescent moon on it. Sun wears yellow 
clothing, a |.eaddress representing golden 
shafts of light, and a large golden sun, which 
hangs from his shoulders like a sandwich 
board. Wind wears a flowing white or blue 
cape and headdress, and a mask represent- 
ing a fat-cheeked old man with puckered 
lips. Thunder wears grey clothing and a 
grey headdress with silver lightning bolts 
on it. 

Properties: Cymbals or large pan lids, for 

hunder. 

Setting: The forest may be represented by a 
green backdrop. 

Lighting: Change of daylight to shadows. 

Sound: The wind and thunder may be aug- 
mented with records, or by a chorus of 
children backstage. 





The Crocus Who Couldn’t Bloom 


by Claire Boiko 


Characters 
Moruer NATURE 
FaTHER NATURE 
2 Prop Boys 
Mama Rosin 
Papa Rosin 
Rosert Rosin 
Katy CaTEeRPILLAR, also 

Belinda Butterfly 
Sweet PRA 
PANSY 
MorninG Giory 
Ls 
Crocus 
WEED 
2 Marcu WINDS 
Mr. Sun 
Miss SHOWER 
GERTIE GREENTHUMBS 


Time: A fine September day. 
SertinG: A garden. A wall runs along 


the back. 


tree, is a large nest. 


On the wall, attached to a 
The tree has 
leaves on it, which are green on the 
front and red or yellow on the back; 
it also has small green buds, which can 
be opened to show pink flowers. In 
front of the wall, on the other side, is 
a flower bed, with a wheelbarrow near 
it. Downstage left is a celestial clock- 
calendar, a clock marked with the 
months. 

At Rise: Moruer and Farner Na- 
TURE are snoozing in lawn chairs. 
Behind the clock-calendar stand 2 
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Moruer Nature: Dear me! 


Prop Boys. ist Prop Boy moves 
clock hand to nine, and 2nd Prop 
Boy chimes triangle nine times. On 
the ninth stroke, lst Prop Boy un- 
furls a large signal flag, which reads 
“Autumn.” Moruer and FATHER 
NATURE waken and rub their eyes. 


FatHER Nature: Happy September, 


Mother Nature. (Yawning) We 
nearly overslept. Look at the 
celestial clock-calendar. It’s time to 
do our autumn chores and get ready 
for spring. 

The fall 
is already upon us, and not a seedling 
tucked away in the flower bed. We’ll 
never be ready in time for spring. 


FaTHER NATURE: We'd better hop to 


it. (Shivers) Hmmm. The earthly 
furnace has cooled down. There’s a 
chill in the air. Time to turn the 
leaves. (He goes to the tree and turns 
the leaves, which are green on one side 
and autumn-colored on the other, as 
MoruHer Nature trundles the wheel- 
barrow off-stage. Mama, Papa, and 
Ropert Rosin enter left, carrying 
small valises.) 


Mama Rosin: Hurry, hurry, hurry, 


Robert Robin! We must meet the 
other Robins the second week in 
September. Last year you poked 
along and poked along, and we 
ended up flying south with those 
noisy sparrows. 


Papa Rosin: Do hurry, hurry, hurry, 





Robert. Do you want to freeze 
your feathers? 

Rosert Rosin: Cheer up! Cheer up! 
We may be the last robins in the 
garden in the fall, but when spring 
comes we’re always the first to fly 
north. (Katy CATERPILLAR enters, 
feeling very sorry for herself. She 
humps along, singing a melancholy 
refrain.) Oh, look, Papa! A cater- 
pillar! 

Katy CATERPILLA si 
Hump-a-diddle. 


‘Humping up): 
(Flattening out) 
Dump-a-doodle. (Up) Hump-a- 
diddle. (Down) Dump-a-doodle. 
(She sees the Rosrns watching her, 
and strikes a dramatic pose.) Oh, 
woe is me! Oh, the sadness of a 
caterpillar’s life! Children scream 
when they see me. Ladies faint. 


Even strong men run at the sight 


of me! 

Rosert Rosin (Cocks his eye down to 
examine Katy): I don’t think you’re 
so awful — for a bug. 

Katy Carerpruar: Oh, I am ugly. 
I am clumsy. I am one hundred 
per cent hopeless. 

Mama and Papa Rost: Hurry, hurry, 
hurry! It’s half past September. 
Mama Rosin: Do you have your 
flight plans, Robert? (ROBERT 
Rosin bends down and pats Katy’s 

head in sympathy.) 

Rosert Rosin: Yes, Mama. Goodbye, 
little caterpillar. (Roprert picks up 
his valise and flies off left with the 
other Rosins. Morner Nature 
wheels in wheelbarrow, with burlap 
cloth, sheets, and cocoon in it. SwEET 
Pea, Pansy and Mornina Giory 
may follow her, or she may bring 
them in in a wagon.) 
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Katy CarTerpPIttarR: Nobody wants 
me. (Breaks down) Oh, humpity, 
bumpity boo, hoo, hoo! 

Moruer Nature: Why, Katy Cater- 
pillar, are you crying again? Shame 
on you — a big insect like you. 

Katy CaTerPILuaRr (Sniffing): I have 
my reasons. 

Fatuer Nature (He offers Katy his 
handkerchief.): Wipe your eyes, you 
silly caterpillar. I have a surprise 
for you. Katy, you are going to have 
a metamorphosis! 

Katy CaTerpriLuar (Raising herself up 
in surprise): A  whoo-si-which-i- 
what? 

Fatuer Nature: A great change is 
going to come over you. Soon you 
will spin a warm cocoon. Then you 
will go to sleep for the whole winter. 
When you waken, prestc-chango! 
You will be something heavenly — 
something wonderful. 

Moruer Nature: It will be such a 
marvelous change, Katy, that you 
won’t believe it. 

Katy Caterpriuar: I don’t believe it 
now. A change! Things are bad 
enough now. A metagoofusus is 
coming. Oh, it’s the end. 

FaTHER Nature: Trot up to the tree 
and rest now, Katy. Mother Nature 
and I will help you spin a cocoon as 
soon as we set the seedlings in place. 
(Katy goes to tree.) 

Morser Navure: Here are Sweet 
Pea, Pansy, and Morning Glory, 
Father Nature. The others are near 
the shed. I’ll put these away, while 
you get the others. (Morner 
Nature helps the FLowers into the 
second row of flower bed. They squat 
so that only the seed cases show. 








Fataer Nature brings in Ins, 
Weep, and Crocus. He puts them 
in the first row, with Iris first, Weep 
middle and Crocus on the right.) 

FaTraer Nature: We'll leave Crocus 
until the last. She needs special care. 
Spring can’t officially begin until 
Crocus blooms. (When they have put 
the other FLowErs in place, they both 
make a chair with their hands for 
Crocus, and lower her into the space 
next to WEED.) 

Moruer Nature: Now, we'll cover 
the little dears with some good soil. 
(They put burlap around the Fiow- 
ERS. The clock strikes October and the 
triangle chimes ten times.) 

FatHer Nature: October. Time for 
the leaves to fall. (He takes the 
leaves, which are loosely attached, and 
lets them sail to earth.) 


Moruer Nature: Now, Katy Cater- 
pillar, we must help you spin your 
cocoon. 

Katy CATERPILLAR 
what is it now? Why can’t people 


(Sleepily): Oh, 


leave me alone? (Morser and 
FatHer Nature unfurl the cocoon 
and attach it to tree, close enough to 
the exit so that Katy CATERPILLAR 
can go off-stage, unseen, and change 
from caterpillar to butterfly costume.) 

FATHER NatuRE: That is your cocoon, 
Katy. Soon you'll be so sleepy that 
you'll sleep through the whole 
winter. 

Katy CaTerPiLuar: I don’t believe it. 
(She yawns.) Nobody sleeps through 
the whole winter, especially cater- 
pillars. (She snores loudly as the 
cocoon is lowered and screens her from 
view of audience.) 

FatHer Nature: You know, Mother 
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Nature, the almanac said this would 
be an unusually cold winter. Per- 
haps we’d better tuck those seeds in 
with a blanket of snow. 

Moruer Nature: Good idea. We 
mustn’t take a chance of freezing 
our Crocus. Why, spring could be 
delayed for years if she didn’t 
bloom. (As they tuck sheets around 
FLowers, the clock hands move. to 
November and the triangle chimes 
eleven times. MorHer NATURE 
hangs up sign, “Do Not Disturb the 
Flowers Until Spring.” Then 
Moruer and FatHer NATURE re- 
sume their seats in the lawn chairs.) 

Moruer Nature: I think we can settle 
ourselves, Father Nature. Every- 
thing seems to be in order. We're 
all ready for spring. 

FatHER Nature: We'll just have our 
winter nap now. Did you set the 
calendar for spring? 

Moruer Nature: Yes, I did. The 
March Winds said they’d wake us. 
(They pull white sheets up over them- 
selves. The clock moves to December. 
Off-stage, piano plays a few bars of 
Christmas music. Triangle chimes 
twelve times and a white flag with red 
and green letters ‘Winter’ is unfurled. 
Moruer and FaTHER NATURE doze. 
Clock moves to January. Piano plays 
“Auld Lang Syne.” New Year's 
noisemaker sounds and chime strikes 
one. Clock moves to February. 
Piano plays “‘Let Me Call You Sweet- 
heart,”’ and the triangle sounds twice. 
Clock moves to March. At half past 
March, triangle sounds three times 
and a bicycle siren sounds up. The 
green flag with white letters announc- 
ing “Spring” is waved, and two 





Marcu Winps, dressed as lions, roar 
on stage. They groul and roar, 
striding about stage, flinging covers 
off the FLowrrs and WEED and sheets 
from Moruer and Fatuer NATuRE. 
They run off-stage waving the covers 
as they go. Morner and FATHER 
Nature rub their eyes and sit up. 
Along the garden wall comes Miss 
SHower. She has a large sprinkling 
can from which she flings out handfuls 
of aluminum foil rain drops. The 
FLowers and WEED begin to grow, 
putting out their white feet from the 
seed covers, and shaking themselves. 
MorHer and FaTHer Nature go to 
the flower bed to watch them. MOTHER 
NATURE resumes speaking.) Isn’t it 


exciting. The babies are beginning 


to put down their roots. 

FaTHER Nature: All they need is a 
good, long spell of sunshine. Then, 
when Crocus blooms, spring will 


finally be here. (Miss SHOWER exits. 
Mr. Sun comes along the wall. He 
stands on the wall center stage and 
holds out his hands while the FLowErs 
grow. The Lowers all cast off their 
seed pods, to show green costumes. 
At first their hands stay stiffly by 
their sides, but, as the SuN raises his 
arms, they raise their arms, like leaves 
unfolding. Weep slips out of the 
weed pod evilly. He goes 
Crocus, ready to choke her.) 

Moruer Nature (Gently, to Crocus): 
All right, Crocus. 
now. You may 
(Crocus does not bloom. 
the stage.) 

FaTHEeR Nature: Perhaps she didn’t 
hear you. (Speaking louder) Come, 
Crocus, it’s time for spring! (Crocus 


behind 


You may bloom 


spring. 
SuN leaves 


begin 
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still does not bloom. The Rosrns re- 
enter, led by RoBERT.) 

Rosert: Hurry, hurry, hurry! I can’t 
wait to see the old nest. See? We're 
the first robins to come back to the 
garden. 

FaTHeR Nature (Barring the way): 
Stop! You can’t come any further! 

Papa Rosin: Why not, isn’t it spring? 

Moruer Nature: Oh dear, this is so 
embarrassing. The fact is, Crocus 
hasn’t bloomed yet! 

Mama Rosin: Hasn’t bloomed yet? 
The slow poke. Do tell her to hurry, 
hurry, hurry. I have spring nest 
cleaning to do! (They go downstage 
right and wait.) 

Katy CATERPILLAR (Inside cocoon. She 
is in butterfly costume): Help! Let 
me out of this contraption. How did 
a self-respecting butterfly ever get 
into such a thing? Let me out, I say! 

FaTHER Nature: Now, now, Katy. 
Just be patient. Spring hasn’t 
started yet. 

Kary CarTerpiLiar: Hasn’t started? I 
demand an explanation! 
Moruer Nature (Sadly): 

hasn’t bloomed yet. 

Katy CATERPILLAR: 
bloomed! 

FatHeR Nature: Hold your an- 
tennae, Katy. As soon as we find 
the trouble, you can come out of 
your cocoon. 

Moruer Nature: I’m sure I don’t 
know what is worrying little Crocus. 
(GERTIE GREENTHUMBS appears on 
the wall behind the flowers. She sits 
crosslegged on the wall, listening.) 
We gave her plenty of good soil — 

FaTHER NaTuRE: Plenty of showers, 
plenty of sun — 


Crocus 


Crocus hasn’t 





Katy CATERPILLAR (Crossly): Plenty 
of time! 

Moruer Nature: What did we do 
that was wrong? What’s missing? 

Gertie (Hops off wall and introduces 
herself): Maybe it’s me! 

Moruer Nature: \\ho are you? 

Gertie: I’m a human being. Every 
garden needs one. Let me introduce 
myself. I’m Gertie Greenthumbs, 
the girl gardener extraordinary. I’m 
extraordinary because I have not 
one green thumb — but two. See? 
(Holds up her green thumbs) My 
special talent is with Crocuses.'! May 
I look at your problem child? 

Moruer Nature: Indeed you may. 

FatHer Nature: Anything you can 
do to help Crocus would be so much 
appreciated. (GrrtTIE goes to Cro- 
cus, who hangs her head. WEED puts 
his hands over her throat. Crocus 


bends her knees as if wilting. GERTIE 


looks very wise as she shakes Crocus 
gently. The Rosin FAMILy come up, 
heads cocked to the side, and watch 
curiously. Katy pokes her head out 
of the cocoon.) 

GeErtIE (Wisely): Aha! 

Au: She says, “Aha!” 

Gertie (Going down on hands and 
knees to examine crocus roots): Oho! 

Au: She says “Oho!”’ 

Gertie (Peeking behind Crocus): I 
have it! 

Au.: She has it! 
with Weep. 
collar. 
ashamed.) 

Gertie: Look! The culprit! 

Aut: What is it? 

Gertie (Shaking Wrexp): A weed! 

Au.: A weed! 


(GERTIE appears 
She has WeeEp by the 
Weep hangs his head, 


GertTIE: He was choking the Crocus. 
No wonder she couldn’t bloom. 

Au (Shaking fists): Shame! Shame on 
the weed! (The WEED wilts, slithers 
to the floor and lies there.) 

GerTIE: Into the barrow with you! 
(Fatrer and Moruer Nature pick 
WEED up by hands and feet and put 
him in the barrow.) Now, let’s see 
about the Crocus. (She examines her. 
Crocus stands straighter.) The sun 
is shining. (Mr. Sun appears on 
wall.) The robins are singing. 
(Rosins open mouths as piano plays 
Mendelssohn's “Spring Song’ high 
on the treble keys.) The beautiful, 
bountiful spring is springing. So, 
hocus pocus — open, Crocus! (She 
pulls open the flower on Crocus’ hat.) 

Morwer Nature: Thank you, thank 
you, my child. Now spring can 
begin. 

FaTHER NATURE (Pulls out whistle and 
blows it): Ladies and gentlemen, 
birds and flowers! May I have your 
attention, please? (GERTIE goes to 
each flower und opens it. The Rosin 
FAMILY go upstage.to the nest in the 
tree.) Thanks for your patiegce, all 
and one. Spring officially has begun! 

Papa Rosin: Come along, we'll help 
Father Nature open the blossoms on 
the apple tree. 

Mama Rosrn: And then we'll all pitch 
in with the nest building, hurry, 
hurry, hurry! 

Rosert Rosin: Cheer up! Cheer up! 
Spring is here, here, here! 

Katy CaTerPILLAR (Miffed): Every- 
one has forgotten about me. 

FatHerR Nature: Oh hello, Katy. Do 
you need some help? (He takes down 
the cocoon. Karty, now a butterfly, 





stands on the wall. She touches her 
wings with a baffled air.) 

Katy CaTerPILuar: I’m 
(She scratches her head.) 
look? 

FLowers: You’re beautiful, beautiful, 
beautiful! 

Katy CATERPILLAR: I am? 

Morner Nature: Here, Katy, look 
at yourself. (She hands her a mtrror 
from her pocket.) 

Katy CaTerPItuaR (Entranced): Oh! 
I’m heavenly. Oh, I’m ravishing! 
Oh, gorgeous me! I’m something! 
I’m somebody! I’m — I’m the 
queen of the air! 

FaTHER Nature (Chuckling): Now, 
now, Katy Caterpillar, don’t let your 
metamorphosis go to your head. 

Katy CaTEerPILLAR: Katy Caterpillar? 
Who is that? I was never a cater- 
pillar. Never! I’m Belinda Butter- 


different! 
How do I 
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fly. Beautiful, bonnie, bewitching, 
bedazzling Belinda Butterfly! (She 
Jlies around stage.) 

Moruer Nature (Sighing): Butter- 
flies never remember they were once 
caterpillars. So temperamental. 
Every year it’s the same thing. 

Fatuer Nature: I wouldn’t worry 
about her. When Belinda meets the 
birds and the bees and the other 
creatures of the air, she'll settle 
down. Right now, she thinks she’s 
the only thing with wings. (He takes 
Moruer Nature’s arm and they go 
back to their lawn chairs. The 
Ropins and Karty open the pink 
blossoms on the tree. GERTIE goes 
downstage to the lawn chairs.) 

FatHer Nature (Yawning): Did you 
set the calendar for summer, my 
dear? (They seat themselves.) 

Morner Nature: I certainly did. 
The Fourth of July promised to wake 
us. 

FatHer Nature: This has been the 
strangest spring, hasn’t it? 

Moruer Nature: We never worked 
harder, but it was worth all the 
trouble. All we needed was good 
soil . . . a few showers... . 

Fatuer Nature: A good spell of sun- 
shine ... Father Nature... 

Moruer Nature: .. . And Mother 
Nature. 

Gertie (Sitting crosslegged at their 
feet): And a girl human being with 
two green thumbs. (She puts up 
both thumbs and smiles. Piano plays 
final reprise of “Spring Song’’ as the 
curtains close.) 


THE END 


(Production Notes on page 72) 
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Look to a New Day 
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BENJAMIN FRANKLIN, at 16 
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Mr. Bascom 
Mr. Woo.corr 
CoLonriAL FaTHEeR 
CoLoniaAL MoruEeR 
Boy 
GIRL 
Voice or THomas JEFFERSON 
Lucy Hoorrr 
Two SIsTers 
JouN GREENLEAF WHITTIER 


ScENE 1 
Time: The present. 
Serrina: A classroom in a high school. 
Ar Rise: Miss GartLanp and Mark 
stand talking at desk as SENIOR 
STuDENTs assemble for meeting. Some 
are already seated, others come in 
laughing and talking. 
_ Mark: The meeting will come to order. 
(Waits for SrupEents to take seats and 
settle down. Raps for order several 
times) The sooner we get down to 
business, the sooner we can adjourn. 
(SrupEnts setile down.) Since this 


is a special meeting for one special 
purpose, we'll dispense with the 
usual formalities. I’m sorry I had 
to call a meeting on such short 
notice. 

Miss GARTLAND: It’s all my fault, 
Mark. And I know it conflicts with 
Glee Club and Debating. 

ist Boy: And biology lab. I’ll have to 
redo some experiments. 

Mark: Well, I’m glad to see the class 
is pretty well represented, anyway. 
We’ll have to do the best we can. 
Miss Gartland, would you take over 
from here? 

Miss GARTLAND: Thank you, Mark. 
(MaRK goes and sits with the others.) 
As faculty advisor for the senior 
class, I thought you ought to know 
about the telegram I received this 
morning. I am counting on you to 
help me compose an answer. (A 
stir of curiosity among the STUDENTS 
as Miss GARTLAND holds up a long 
night letter.) 

2np Boy: All that just one telegram, 
Miss Gartland? 

Miss GaRTLAND (Laughing): I'll admit 
it’s the longest one I ever received. 
It’s from Senator Blake. 

StupEents (Surprised, murmuring): 
Senator Blake! 

Miss GARTLAND: You may not realize 
it, but I was instrumental in getting 
Senator Blake for our commence- 





ment speaker this year. The Senator 
and I went to school together, gradu- 
ated from high school together. We 
haven’t seen each other for years, but 
we’ve kept in touch more or less. 
When I heard that the School Board 
was having trouble deciding on a 
speaker, I suggested Senator Blake. 
He was born in our state and grew 
up in our state, and you all know 
what an enlightened Senator he has 
been. 

Mark: He ought to have something 
worthwhile to say on graduation 
night. 

Miss GARTLAND: That’s just it. He 
wants to have something worth- 
while to say, (Takes telegram) but 
listen to this. (Reads) THE TIME 
APPROACHES WHEN I MUST GET SOME 
THOUGHTS DOWN ON PAPER FOR THE 
GRADUATION ADDRESS I AM TO DE- 
LIVER AT YOUR SCHOOL. DO YOU 
REMEMBER THE SPEAKER WE HAD 
WHEN WE GRADUATED? NEITHER DO 
I. I DON’T REMEMBER HIS NAME OR 
WHAT HE LOOKED LIKE OR WHAT HE 
SAID. I CERTAINLY DON’T WANT TO 
BE THAT KIND OF SPEAKER NEXT 
FRIDAY NIGHT. BUT I FACE A 
DILEMMA. FOR THE PAST TEN OR 
TWELVE YEARS I HAVE BEEN OUT OF 
TOUCH WITH TEEN-AGERS EXCEPT IN 
A SUPERFICIAL WAY. AND SO I AP- 
PEAL TO YOU WHO HAVE BEEN VERY 
MUCH IN TOUCH WITH THEM. WHAT 
ARE YOUNG PEOPLE THINKING ABOUT 
THESE DAYS? WHAT ARE THEIR 
PROBLEMS? THEIR EXPECTATIONS? 
HOW DO THEY LOOK AT THE FUTURE? 
PLEASE HELP ME OUT. WIRE COLLECT 
AS SOON AS POSSIBLE. MANY THANKS. 
IT WILL BE GOOD TO RENEW CONTACT 


WITH YOU AFTER ALL THESE YEARS. 
Signed, HANSON BLAKE. (Puts tele- 
gram down.) It seems to me that 
graduates don’t often get a chance 
like this . . . to hear a personalized 
address, as it were. And so Mark 
and I talked it over and decided a 
special class meeting was in order. 
I’m counting on you to help me 
answer that telegram. What do you 
have on your minds as you face the 
future? 

ist Boy: Problems! 

Ist Grr: Problems! 

Grovp: Problems! 

Miss GarTLAND (Laughing): Haven't 
we all? But I don’t think a general 
answer like that would be of much 
help. What problems? Mark, why 
don’t you siart by telling us what 
problems you would like Senator 
Blake to give you some light on. 

Mark: I’m lucky. I’m going on to 
college, and so the world isn’t end- 
ing for me next Friday night when 
I get my diploma. I have four years 
of grace, provided the cold war 
doesn’t turn into a hot one. But if 
I survive the next four years, prob- 
lems will start engulfing me, all 
right. 

Miss GartTLAND: What, for instance? 

Mark: Getting a job, earning a living, 
doing something I like that someone 
will pay me for. That’s not going 
to be simple, because so many of 
the interesting jobs have already 
been done or are being done. Why, 
by the time I’m through college 
even going to the moon may be 
commonplace! What’s there left? 

3RD Boy: That’s what I say. Every- 
thing important has already been 
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invented — television, sports cars, 
electricity. 

2np Giru: Electricity didn’t have to 
be invented, Jim. It was there all 
the time. Someone just had to think 
of harnessing it and putting it to use. 

3rp Boy: Well, it’s done. 

Miss GARTLAND (Making notes): 
Worry about jobs. I suppose it’s 
natural enough for you to be con- 
cerned about that. 

4ru Boy: Jobs and money. Don’t 
forget the money. With me that’s 
more important than the job. I’ve 
got a whole list of things I want to 
buy ... when I get the money. 

Miss GARTLAND: I'l] make a note of it. 


2np Girt: And don’t forget the world 
situation, Miss Gartland. I think 
we’re all worried about the cold war 
turning into a hot one . . and then 
what? 

3rD Giri: That’s why I’m not doing a 
lot of worrying. (T'osses her head) 
I’m just going to take things the 
way they come. We’re sitting on 
the edge of a volcano and we all 
know it. Why, if someone should 
happen to press the wrong button, 
the whole planet would be blown to 
bits. That’s why I’m expecting to 
have all the fun I can while the 
going’s good. It may sound sort of 
cynical but . . . (Shrugs) how can 
you trust some of those hotheads 
sitting behind the buttons? 

Ist Boy: You girls get off easy at that. 
You don’t have to put in two years 
in the armed forces. 


47H Giri: Nobody gets off easy in a 
war these days, and you know it. 
The bombs fall, like rain, on the just 


and the unjust. If there’s another 
war, everyone will be in it. 

Miss GARTLAND: Goodness, how did 
we start talking about war? It’s not 
a very inspiring subject for a gradu- 
ation program. 

Mark: It’s on all our minds, though, 
Miss Gartland. What good is a 
job or anything else if we can’t live 
in peace .. . if the people on this 
planet can’t get along together? We 
might as well give up right now. 

47H Boy: Not till I get my sports car! 

5TH GiRL: Oh, can’t we just forget 
about war? I’m planning to get 
married, and I want a home and 
family, like millions of other young 
people. Is that too much to want? 

6rH GirL: I’m planning to teach — 
and I hope I rate a few telegrams 
from Senators! 

Miss GARTLAND: You’ll have plenty of 
problems once you start to teach, 
Linda. 

2np Girt: What worries me is that | 
don’t know what I want to do. 
There’s something wrong with al- 
most everything when I think about 
it. If I go to college, I’ll have four 
years less of earning money on a 
job. If I don’t go to college, I 
probably won’t earn as much. Or 
is it better to go to business school? 
Or should I go on with my art? If 
someone 7s going to push the wrong 
button, I don’t want to be caught 
away from home. But on the other 
hand I don’t want to stay home all 
my life. If Senator Blake can shed 
any light on my problems, he’s a 
genius. 

Miss GarTLAND: I think I’ll put you 
down in one word, Dorothy. Un- 





certainty. (Looks toward quiet boy 
at back of room.) Barton, what have 
you to say about it? We haven’t 
heard a peep out of you. 

4TH Boy: Bart doesn’t have to talk. 
We all know he’s going to Harvard, 
like all the Penningtons. 

Barton: But I don’t want to go to 
Harvard. And I hate to tell my 
father, because he’s had me on the 
list for so long. I’d rather go to 
M.I.T. or Cal. Tech. 

3rp Bor: Well, you can make a lot of 
money being an engineer these days, 
that’s sure. 

Barton: But it isn’t money I’m after 
— just enough to get along on, that’s 
all. And I’m not after fame, cither. 
That sounds like heresy, doesn’t it? 
And I can’t very well tell my family 
what I do want to du ' ecause they’ll 
think I need my head examined. 

2nD Giri: What suspense! 

Miss GARTLAND: Aren’t you going to 
tell us, Barton? 

Barton: You'll probably think I’m 
crazy, too, but ever since I read The 
Ugly American I’ve wanted to do 
something like setting up irrigation 
systems for people who need them 
and don’t have the know-how . . 
or making bricks . . . or digging 
wells . . . or building schools . . 
just because those jobs ought to be 
done and I’d like to help do them. 
But how does a person get started 
in that sort of thing? (Sits down, 
rather embarrassed by his confession) 

Miss GarTLAND: I’m sure Senator 
Blake won’t think you need your 
head examined, Barton. I’ll see that 
you get a chance to talk to him. 
(Looks at notes) Well, I think this 


ought to give the Senator a pretty 
good idea of what you seniors are 
thinking about. Certainly it will 
make the longest night letter I ever 
wrote. 

ist Boy: Don’t forget to send it col- 
lect. A Senator’s salary is a lot 
higher than a school teacher’s! 

Miss- GaRTLAND: Thank you all for 
coming. I trust that thirty years 
from now you will still remember the 
speaker at your graduation exercises 
and what he had to say. 

Mark (Bobbing up): Meeting ad- 
journed. (Curtain closes on meeting 
breaking up.) 

** &£ *& & 
ScENE 2 

Tre: Graduation night. 

Serrine: A speaker’s stand and some 
chairs are at one side of the stage. At 
center are a table and some chairs. 

Ar Rise: SENATOR BLAKE is speaking. 
Mark sits beside him. 

BuiaKE: Now that I have touched upon 
some of your personal problems, my 
young friends, let me emphasize 
again that narrowing our vision to 
personal problems is not the best ap- 
proach at a time like this. Jobs and 
pay checks are secondary to the 
larger problems of the kind of world 
we are to live in. You, every one of 
you, must contribute to the give- 
and-take of our democratic way of 
life if America is to survive as a 
leader among nations. 

Archibald MacLeish has said that 
America was promises. He was right. 
America was promises of freedom, a 
new life, a new start, a new day. 
But to put it another way, American 
was challenges . . . and it still is 





challenges to make those 
promises come true. 

Our American way of life with its 
priceless rights and liberties did not 
come to us by chance. It came 
through the “blood, sweat, and 
tears’ of countless Americans who 
had ideals for their country and the 
stamina to try to realize them. What 
we need today, and that is where you 
come in, is the same sort of vision our 
forefathers showed. 

Take the struggle for religious 
freedom. We have to go back to 
colonial America to see how it was 
secured. The first settlers came to 
our shores as rebels against the 
established church of England. They 
sought freedom to worship in their 
own way, and they found it. But 
no sooner had they established their 
own form of worship than they ex- 
pected everyone else to conform to 
it. What had become a promise ful- 
filled for some became a challenge 
to others. 

Anne Hutchinson, whose name 
you all recall, was one of the cour- 
ageous ones who took a stand. Let 
us go back to the fall of 1637. A 
group of women are gathered in the 
Boston home of Mistress Hutchinson 
to listen to her ideas. (Six or eight 
WoMEN enter and go to table. ANNE 
stands in center of group. If possible, 
a spot should shine on group.) 

ANNE: As I have told you before in 
these meetings, dear friends, I be- 
lieve in a covenant of grace — based 
upon direct intuition of God’s love 
and grace .. . nol upon obedience to 
established rules of church and state. 
Salvation comes through faith alone! 
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Church and state should be kept 
separate and apart. What right has 
government to force any form of 
religion upon us? Everyone should 
be free to worship as his conscience 
dictates. 

Ist Woman: That is what Roger Wil- 
liams believed, too, and we all know 
what happened to him. 

2ND Woman: Banished from Salem in 
the depths of winter! He all but 
lost his life fleeing into the wilder- 
ness. If he hadn’t known some 
friendly Indians .. . 

ANNE: Ah, but he didn’t lose his life. 
And think what he has done with it! 
His colony at Providence is a haven 
of freedom where anyone is free to 
worship as he pleases. How dif- 
ferent from Boston! Is it not a sad 
thought, my friends, that religious 
dissenters are no more free here than 
they were in old Boston in England? 
To think that those who fled from 
intolerance should impose their own 
brand of intolerance on others! 

3rD Woman: Aren’t you fearful about 
speaking so openly, Mistress Hutch- 
inson? The very walls have ears 
these days. 

ANNE: How can we meet the challenge 
if we are afraid to speak openly? 
4TH WomAN: Please take care, for your 
own sake, and the sake of your 

family and friends! 

ANNE (Nodding): I know . . . the elders 
are calling me too independent in 
my thinking. Perhaps, my friends, 
it will be best to give up our meet- 
ings for a few weeks. I am willing 
to face any trial in defense of my 
convictions .. . but that is no reason 
why you should suffer with me. 





Until this talk of “independent 
thinking” blows over, we can ex- 
amine our religious beliefs in private 
and in silence. 

Ist Woman: I can’t imagine your keep- 
ing silent, dear Anne, if an occasion 
arises to speak up for tolerance and 
freedom. 

ANNE: Come what may, I will take 
my stand in Boston, as Roger Wil- 
liams took his in Salem. My hus- 
band and my children support me 
in this. Whatever happens I will 
find the strength to meet the test, 
since I do not trust in my strength 
alone. Goodbye now, my friends 

. until we meet again. (WOMEN 
rise, some apprehensively, make their 
goodbyes and leave. One, ELIZABETH, 
remains.) 

E.izaABEtu: I must speak to you alone, 
Anne. I’m afraid you don’t realize 
how serious the situation is. 

ANNE: Why, Elizabeth, who is talking 
against me besides the lords-breth- 
ren? 

E.izABETH: They themselves are pow- 
erful enough, goodness knows. More 
than ever they are taking a stand: 
there shall be no dissenting opinions 
in New England, no authority be- 
sides the authority already here. I 
fear you are to be charged with 
heresy, Anne. (Shudders) 

ANNE: Rev. John Cotton is on my side. 
He wields great influence. 

EvizaBetu (Hestiating): |... 1 am 
sorry to be the one to tell you. Rev. 
Cotton is weakening, withdrawing 
his support. My husband tells me 
that John Cotton is veering to the 
side of your persecutors. 

ANNE: How can it be? Four years ago 
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John Cotton and I were on the same 
ship coming to New England. We 
talked freely together then and we 
have talked freely many times since. 
He has agreed with my ideas of inner 
illumination from the first. 

EvizaBeru: First is not last, Anne. 
Believe me when I tell you he is no 
longer on your side. 

AnnE (Slowly, shaking her head): If 
John Cotton takes this step, he will 
become a bitter, disillusioned man 
living with a shrinking horizon. 
How often it happens . . . when one 
gets a certain amount of power and 
prestige, he cannot bear to endanger 
it. More and more he will seek safety 
in conformity. 

Euizasetu: Former Governor Win- 
throp and the Rev. John Wilson 
and most of the other leaders oppose 
you, as you well know. Governor 
Vane was on your side, but he has 
seen fit to go to England. That 
leaves only your brother-in-law 
among those of authority . . . the 
Rev. John Wheelwright. 

ANNE: He will not deseri me. 

E.izaBeru: But how can he help you? 
Oh, Anne, my husband predicts that 
your brother-in-law will be banished 
by the General Court in its next 
session. 

ANNE (Quietly): Then I shall be with- 
out defenders when my turn comes 
to stand trial. 

ExizaBeru: Couldn’t you change your 
mind and conform . . . outwardly, at 
least? 

ANNE: No. 


I believe that everyone 
should have the freedom to worship 


as he pleases. 
otherwise. 


I cannot say or act 





EvizaBEtH: Then, my dear, dear Anne, 
I know not what will become of you! 
Banishment can mean death by 
starvation . . . or even worse, mas- 
sacre at the hands of Indians. (The 
spot is turned off and the two exit.) 

Buake: As you know, Anne Hutchin- 
son was tried and sentenced to ban- 
ishment. The Rev. John Wilson 
cast her out of the church as if she 
were a leper. In the spring of 1638 
she and her family struggled through 
the wilderness and made their way 
to Rhode Island, where they founded 
a colony for dissenters. 

Anne Hutchinson was not the 
first to fight for religious freedom in 
America, nor was she the last. But 
her courageous voice helped make 
America a land where church and 
state became wholly separate. We 
need more Anne Hutchinsons and 
their vision today. 

Another milestone of yesterday 
was the fight for freedom of speech 
and press. From the time the first 
printing press was licensed by the 
crown at Cambridge, Massachusetts, 
until the trial of John Peter Zenger 
almost a hundred years later, the 
crown censored the printed word. 
No such thing as free speech and 
free printing existed in those days. 
Boston’s first newspaper was sup- 
pressed after only one issue. 

As the years went by, adventur- 
ous souls established other news- 
papers, but all had to be licensed by 
the royal governor. And all had to 
watch their step. 

Take James Franklin’s experience, 
for instance, in publishing the fourth 
newspaper established in the colo- 


nies. His troubles began in the sum- 

‘mer of 1722, the year after his weekly 
New England Courant was licensed 
in Boston. He printed an anonymous 
letter criticizing the government’s 
failure to protect the coast against 
pirates. For this, he and his ap- 
prentice were hailed before the 
Council. The apprentice was none 
other than Benjamin Franklin, six- 
teen years old. 

In the print shop the morning after 
the hearing, Benjamin was busily at 
work when John Collins, a bookish 
young friend of his, came to see him. 
(BENJAMIN enters, writing with a 
quill pen. He sits at table and con- 
tinues writing as JoHN CoLLIns 
enters.) 

Joun: Morning, Ben. (He is breathless, 
looks around furtively) Where is 
James? 

BENJAMIN (Getting up): It’s perfectly 
safe, John. The master of the print 
shop is not here. 

Joun (Relieved): I had some books to 
deliver in this end of town. Ran all 
the way so I could stop to see you, 
Ben. What happened yesterday 
before the Council. Where’s James? 
Are they going to do anything to 
you? 

BENJAMIN: Briefly, my brother James 
will be enjoying a month in jail. 

Joun: Jail! For printing a letter that 
stated a simple fact! The govern- 
ment isn’t protecting the coast 
against pirates, and everyone knows 
it. 

BENJAMIN: But the King and his gov- 
ernment are beyond criticism, re- 
member. Of course, it’s ridiculous. 
I don’t always agree with James, but 





here’s one time I applaud him. I’d 
have printed that letter, too... 
somebody has to take a stand for 
freedom of speech. 

Joun: I trust you didn’t say that to 
the Council. What happened to you 
at the hearing, Ben? 

BenJAMiIn: The Council examined me 

. . Without getting any information 

. admonished me . . . not very 

severely . . . dismissed me. . . as- 

suming that a mere apprentice 

could do no harm. If they only 
knew! 

Joun: Knew what? What do you have 
up your sleeve? (BENJAMIN cavorts 
around singing ta the tune of “Pop! 
Goes the W ease?’ .) 

BenJAMIN: A per y for a pot of ink, 
A penny fora’ per, 

The Council gets its feelings hurt 
And pop! goes the paper. 

All around the printing press 

The waiting letters caper 

Till Benjy puts them all in place 
And out comes the paper! 

JoHn: You mean ... you mean you're 
going to print the paper yourself 
while James is in jail? -(\ cices are 
heard outside) Someone’s coming. 

BENJAMIN: Wait, John. That must be 
Bascom and Woolcott. Friends of 
my brother’s. 


They usually come 
in about this time with bits for the 
paper — “Serious, sarcastic, ludi- 


crous or otherways amusing.” They 
won't stay long. Wait around and 
maybe you'll hear some news. (Bas- 
com and Woo.cort enter. They nod 
at BEN, ignore JouHN.) 
ing, gentlemen. 

Bascom (Looking around): Then it’s 
true. James isn’t here? 


Good morn- 


Woo.corr: We heard he’d been taken 
in, censured, and imprisoned for a 
month, but couldn’t believe it. 

BENJAMIN: It’s true. He wouldn’t tell 
who wrote the offending letter, of 
course. I hope you brought your 
usual items for the paper. 

Bascom: What paper? With your 
brother in jail, how can the paper 
be published? 

BenJAMiN: I intend to publish it, to 
the best of my ability. 

Woo corr: But you’re only a lad, Ben. 

BENJAMIN: Maybe I am only sixteen, 
but surely you will admit that ex- 
perience is more important than age. 
I’ve been working here in the print 
shop for four years, composing type, 
reading proof, working the press. 
The New England Courant will be 
published this week as usual, and 
I’ll appreciate it if you gentlemen 
will favor me by continuing to write 
for it. 

Bascom: Well! Indeed we will, lad. 

BENJAMIN: I hope to get in a few rubs 
against the government myself if 
the occasion arises. And that re- 
minds me, gentlemen . . . may I 
appeal to you for a bit of advice? 
(Bascom and Woo.corr are ob- 
viously pleased. Joun listens with 
interest.) I found another of those 
letters from Mrs. Silence Dogood 
under the door when I came to work 
this morning. 

Bascom: Ah, Silence Dogood! She 
has been too silent lately for my 
liking. I could take more of her. 

Woo corr: Yes, even though it is a 
torment not to know who she really 
is. Hasn’t your brother found out 
yet? 





BENJAMIN: Not that I know of. (Goes 
to table, picks up paper.) Here, 
gentlemen, would you be so kind as 
to look this over and tell me what 
you think. (Hands them letter. 
Turns to Joun.) In case you don’t 
know, John, Mrs. Dogood is one of 
our most popular contributors. 

Bascom: Oh, oh, listen to this. (Reads 
bit aloud) “There can be no such 
thing as public liberty without free- 
dom of speech; which is the right 
of every man as far as by it he does 
not hurt or control the right of 
another ...”’ Excellent! Excellent, 
Mrs. Dogood! But how’s the govern- 
ment going to like it, eh? No such 
thing as liberty without freedom of 
speech! And here’s James Franklin 
in jail for printing a simple little 
truth about the government. Wool- 
cott, why can’t we discover this 
mastermind among our friends who 


writes the Dogood letters? 
Woo.corr (Shrugging): Perhaps the 
writer is not among our friends, 


Bascom. I can think of no other 
explanation. (Looks at letter again) 
There’s more . . . listen . . . ““Who- 
ever would overthrow the liberty of 
a nation must begin by subduing the 
freedom of speech . . .” Gentlemen, 
where is our liberty under the present 
royal government of England? It is 
time someone spoke out, and if that 
someone is our much-admired Silence 
Dogood, so much the better! 

BENJAMIN: Then you think I’m justi- 
fied in printing the letter in the next 
issue of the Courant? 

Wootcorr: Print it, Ben. And if 
trouble comes of it, we’ll stand back 
of you. 


BenJAMiIn: Thank you, sirs. I value 
your advice . . . and also what you 
write. 

Bascom: Come, Woolcott, come, we 
must ferret out some lively reading 
for this brazen young editor of the 
New England Courant. (To Brn) 
We'll be back. (They go out.) 

BeEnJAMIN (Laughing): I planned to 
print the Dogood letter anyway, 
whether they agreed or not. But I 
feel encouraged to have them agree. 
Someone has to bring our grievances 
out into the open. What’s a news- 
paper for if not to express itself and 
the thoughts of its readers? 

JouN: Ben, who is this Silence Dogood? 
Doesn’t anyone really know? 

BENJAMIN: So far just the person who 
writes the letters knows. But his 
best friend will know shortly. 

Joun: How. do you know that? 

BENJAMIN: Because . . . swear you'll 
never tell, John, by word or look. 
(JoHNn raises his right hand) I know 
because J am Mrs. Silence Dogood! 
(BENJAMIN and JOHN exit.) 

BuAKE: Benjamin Franklin’s daring 
words about freedom of the press, 
printed under the pseudonym of 
Mrs. Silence Dogood, escaped the 
eye of the censor. The New England 
Courant existed for five more lively 
years. 

In 1734 came that famous case 
for freedom of the press, the Zenger 
case. When Zenger was found “not 
guilty” on charges of seditious libel 
against the royal governor, the cause 
of freedom leaped ahead. But the 
battle was not really won until the 
end of the century, when freedom of 
speech and of the press were written 





into our Bill of Rights, along with 
other freedoms that had to be fought 
for. 

And what freedoms were they? 
The freedoms the colonists up and 
down the .-tlantic seaboard were 
deprived of by the tyranny of Eng- 
land. The people of the mother 
country had already won these 
rights from the King, but Parlia- 
ment refused togrant them to the 
colonists. Every one of the rights 
that we take for granted today the 
colonists had to fight for. “No 
taxation without representation’’ 
echoed throughout the colonies, as 
you well remember. 

Look in on & typicai household in 
Boston a few months after the 
Boston Tea Party. A family sits 
gloomily around the table — father, 
mother, and two teen-age children. 
(FaTHeR, Motuer, Boy and Giri 
enter and go to table.) 

FatuHer: The port of Boston closed by 
act of Parliament! I can’t believe it. 
Haven’t we a right to live? Our 
whole existence depends on ships 
coming and going. 

Boy: We all get punished for the action 
of a few in dumping that tea into 
the harbor. And why shouldn’t the 
tea be dumped, anyway? What 
right has Britain to tax our tea with- 
out our consent? 


Girt: Parliament had to back down 


on the stamp tax. They had to 
back down on the taxes on paint, 
lead, and glass, too . . . because we 
refused to pay them, even with the 
British regiments here. To assert 
their authority they kept the tax on 
tea, and then we dumped it into the 


harbor. It’s really funny when you 
think of it. 

Boy: We'll starve to death before we 
consent to their tyranny .. . if 
that’s what they want. 

Moruer: I’m afraid we will go hungry, 
very hungry indeed. When the stores 
run out of food, what then? Where 
will more come from, with the port 
closed? 

FaTHER: Bottled up, that’s what we 
are. Trade cut off. Business ruined. 
They’re making an example of us to 
the rest of the colonies. They’ve 
singled us out. 

Boy: It’s up to us to fight back. And 
we will fight back. (Leans over 
confidentially) I was down at the 
tavern again this afternoon, and 
there’s plenty of talk of rebellion. 
We’re going to form a band of 
minutemen to uphold our rights. 
Don’t tell me I’m too young to join! 
We have to take our stand now be- 
fore more troops are quartered on 
us... we have to meet this challenge, 
(The family exits.) 

BiakE: You know how the Revolu- 
tionary War began — with British 
troops from Boston fighting with 
minutemen at Lexington and Con- 
cord. And you all know how it 
ended, how we gained our inde- 
pendence from England and set up 
our own government under our own 
Constitution. But the Constitution 
contained no guarantee that the 
new government would not in its 
turn become tyrannical. There were 
no provisions that protected the 
rights of the people against the 
government. Listen to what Thomas 
Jefferson had to say about it: 





JEFFERSON’S VoIcE (On loudspeaker): 
“T disapproved from the first mo- 
ment the want of a bill of rights to 
guard liberty against the legislative 
as well as executive branches of the 
government, that is to say, to secure 
freedom in religion, freedom of the 
press, freedom from unlawful im- 
prisonment, freedom from a perma- 
nent military, and a trial by jury in 
all cases determinable by the laws 
of the land.” 

BLAKE: Many other Revolutionary 
patriots felt like Jefferson and in- 
sisted that a Bill! of Rights be written 
into the Constitution. And so, in 
1791, we got our first ten amend- 
ments, guaranteeing our right to 
life, liberty and the pursuit of hap- 
piness. 

But only the rights of free white 
men were protected. Negro slaves 


had no rights. Those rights still had 
to be fought for by men of vision. 
One such man was the New England 


poet John Greenleaf Whittier. We 
go to New York late in the summer 
of 1837 to look in on a friend of 
Whittier’s who has the young poet 
very much on her mind. Lucy 
_ Hooper is talking to her two sisters. 
(Lucy and her Sisters enter and sit 
at table. Lucy carries some pam- 
phlets.) 
Isr Sister: Is your friend Mr. Whit- 
tier calling again tonight, Lucy? 
Lucy: Oh, I hope so. 
Ist Sister: I’m not sure these late 
hours... 
2nD Sister (/nterrupting): To 
nothing of the excitement .. . 
ist Sister: Are good for you. You're 
not overly strong, you know. 


say 


Lucy: But I never feel tired when I 
talk to John Greenleaf Whittier. I 
feel inspired. I’ve written so many 
poems since he came to New York. 
I hope his work with the American 
Anti-Slavery Society goes on for- 
ever and ever. 

2nD Sister: What a warm friendship 
you two have developed in such a 
short time! 

Lucy: In addition to our interest in 
poetry, we think alike on so many 
things. (Holds up pamphlet) I’ve 
read all John’s poems, and now I 
have begun on his prose. This is 
his first piece on the slavery question, 
written four years ago, when he was 
twenty-six. 

Ist Sister (Bending over to see title, 
reading slowly): “Justice and Ex- 
pedience . . . or Slavery Considered 
with a View to Its Rightful and 
Effectual Remedy, Abolition.” 
(Thumbs pages) Goodness, Lucy, it 
looks formidable. 

Lucy: Not at all. I’ve marked certain 
places. (Takes pamphlet) Listen. 
(Finds place, reads eloquently) “TI de- 
sire peace — the peace of universal 
love — the peace of a common 
interest — a common feeling — a 
common humanity. But so long as 
slavery is tolerated, no such peace 
can exist. Liberty and slavery can- 
not dwell in harmony together. . . . 
Peace! there can be no peace be- 
tween justice and oppression — 
truth and falsehood — freedom and 
slavery.” 

Ist Sister: I never thought of the 
problem in just that way. 

Lucy (Turning pages): And this: 
“When the Declaration of Inde- 





pendence and the practice of our 
people’ shall agree, when Truth shall 
be exalted among us; . . . when all 
the baneful pride and prejudice of 
caste and color shall fall forever, 
then, and not till then, shall it go 
well for America.” 

2np Sister: He almost makes me want 
to jom the abolitionists! How did 
he get this engrossing interest in 
slavery, Lucy? 

Lucy: Through William Lloyd Gar- 
rison, who published John’s first 
poetry. That was the start of their 
friendship. Mr. Garrison printed 
other poems, and his stirring edi- 
torials persuaded John to become an 
abolitionist. 

2np Sister: But there is a great deal of 
hostility against abolitionists, isn’t 
there, even in the North? 

Lucy (Nodding) : John Greenleaf Whit- 
tier has been all but ostracized 
socially because of his anti-slavery 
beliefs and activities. And two years 
ago he and a lecturer from England 
were mobbed in Concord. It hasn’t 
been easy. (There is a knock on the 
door. Lucy looks up expectantly; 
SisTERS notice her eagerness.) 

Ist Sister (Rising): Perhaps that is 
Mr. Whittier now. (WHITTIER 
enters, greets SISTERS politely, hurries 
to Lucy.) Come, sister. (The two 
exit.) 


Wuirtrer: Have you seen the new 
moon over the rooftops, Miss Lucy, 
with the bright star near by? Very 


low in the sky now . . . I wonder if 
we can see it from your window. 
(They stand together, looking.) There! 
It will be down in a few minutes. 
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Lucy: How beautiful. I used to think 
stars were children of the moon. 

Wauirtier: Perhaps they are. (Jn a 
short time they turn back to their 
chairs. Lucy picks up the pamphlet.) 

Lucy: I’ve been telling my sisters all 
about your pamphlet. 

Wuirtier: Oh, but you don’t know 
al! about it! How it cost me a new 
suit and a much-needed pair of 
shoes! You see, I printed five hun- 
dred copies to distribute, and that 
took a large part of my year’s earn- 
ings. So I had to go without the 
new suit and shoes. 

Lucy: Have you regretted it? 

Wuirtier: Not for a moment. Not 
even after a wealthy merchant 
came along and paid for the publi- 
cation of five thousand copies. 
(Smiles) But how right my Quaker 
father was. Neither poetry nor 
pamphlets buy a great deal of bread! 

Lucy: One does not live by bread 
alone, remember. 

Wuirtier: You are right. I have 
dedicated myself to a cause, and 
that sustains me when bread fails. 
Oh, by *’ s way, Miss Lucy, I have 
a bit of news. 

Lucy: Another poem published? 

Wairtier: No, an editorial this time, 
in the Pennsylvania Freeman, and a 
letter accompanying the acceptance. 
My work with the Anti-Slavery 
Society in New York will not last 
much longer. There will soon be an 
opening on the Pennsylvania Free- 
man which I think I shall accept. 

Lucy (Distressed): You will be leaving 
New York? 

Waiter (Noticing her disappoint- 
ment): Yes, for Philadelphia. Oh, 





but not for a few months. We shall 
still have time for some good talks. 
Come, read me your latest poem. 
(Lucy and WurrtieEr ezit.) 

BuakE: The next spring John Green- 
leaf Whittier became editor of the 
Pennsylvania Freeman, writing some 
daring editorials for it. Then in a 
few months Pennsylvania Hall, in 
which his office was located, was 
burned to the ground by a hostile 
mob. Whittier set up another office 
in Philadelphia, and his work went 
on. Several years later letters from 
Lucy Hooper’s sisters brought him 
the sad news of her death. The 
sisters told of the depth of Lucy’s 
affection for him, and he wrote back 
contritely. (WuirrierR enters, writ- 
ing. He speaks slowly as he writes.) 
Warrtter: “I admired and loved her; 
yet felt myself compelled to crush 


every warmer feeling... . Poverty, 
protracted illness, and our separate 
faiths — the pledge that I had made 
of all the hopes and dreams of my 
younger years to the cause of free- 
dom — compelled me to steel my- 
self against everything which tended 


to attract me .. . the blessing of a 
woman’s love and a home.” (He 
exits.) 

BuaKE: For thirty years Whittier 
worked for the abolition of slavery. 
His voice was not the only one by 
any means, but it was a strong one. 
For thirty years he fought on behalf 
of those unfortunate people who had 
been captured, chained, brought to 
our shores and sold into slavery 
against their will and against the 
principles of humanity. Then, in 
the midst of the Civil War, Abraham 


Lincoln signed the Emancipation 
Proclamation and freed the slaves 
with one mighty stroke of the pen. 

It takes Whittier’s kind of dedi- 
cated purpose to make visions come 
true. 

By now, you are perhaps wonder- 
ing what these forays into the past 
have to do with you and the new life 
you are facing. Why worry, you ask, 
about rights that are already ours, 
handed down in the Constitution 
and its amendments? Who can take 
away these freedoms which we hold 
in our hands? 

The answer, my friends, is not so 
much who can take them away as 
what. It is true we have our rights 
on paper... but we must keep 
winning them in practice again and 
again. Soft living, complace”t think- 
ing, crumbling idealism chip away 
our rights as surely and as devas- 
tatingly as an enemy with a bomb. 
The responsibility is on your shoul- 
ders and mine. We have to show 
the same kind of courage and sense 
of dedication in keeping our rights 
as our forefathers showed in winning 
them. 

And may I say that we have an- 
other responsibility in this era of 
One World . . . the responsibility 
of sharing our rights with others. 
We no longer live in the kind of 
world the colonists knew . . . when 
it took three months for the May- 
flower to sail across the Atlantic, 
and ten days of hard riding for Jef- 
ferson to cover the three hundred 
miles from Monticello to the Con- 
stitutional Convention in Philadel- 
phia. Today, in a matter of hours, 





jet planes can cross continents and 
oceans. Today trouble in India or 
Africa or Asia is potential trouble 
for us in America. 

But how can we share our free- 
doms, you ask. How is it possible, 
how is it practical? 

One of your own graduates has a 
good, down-to-earth answer. I am 
pleased and encouraged to hear that, 
above all else, he wants to work in 
underdeveloped countries, helping to 
make bricks to build schools, helping 
to irrigate land to grow crops. 
Many such jobs are available 
through agencies of the United 
Nations and technical assistance 
projects. The newly organized Peace 
Corps also offers fine opportunities 
for service. But, of course, we aren’t 
all in a position to help in that way. 

Even so, there are things we all 


can do. We can start right here at 
home by giving everyone an equal 


chance regardless of race, color, 
or creed. We can respect others’ 
rights. We can set high standards 
in our work instead of just trying to 
get by. Above all, we can face every 
challenge to our ideas with the same 
grand courage and strength Ameri- 
cans had when our country was find- 


ing its way to freedom. 

One thing we must never forget: 
Only by meeting our tests do we 
grow strong and stay strong. It is 
this kind of strength you must 
demonstrate if you are to preserve 
and improve the framework you need 
for living your lives as you want to 
live. them. 

My message tonight, my friends, 
is simply this: peace for the new 
day ahead depends as much on 
moral and spiritual strength as on 
armaments. May you all enjoy the 
peace you help to win! (BLAKE 
gathers up his notes. Audience claps 
enthusiastically. MArk shakes Smna- 
tor’s hand. Then Mark turns to 
audience, motioning for silence.) 

Mark: On behalf of the graduates to- 
night, I wish to thank Senator 
Blake for a talk we shall long re- 
member. He has made us see that 
our worries about jobs and pay 
checks are small indeed, compared 
to the exciting challenge of uphold- 
ing and improving our American 
way of life. In all humility I say 
that we will do our best to carry on 
in the spirit that made America 
great. (Curtain) 


THE END 


PRODUCTION NOTES 


Loox To a New Day 


Characters: 11 
female extras. 
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lived. 
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Setting: Scene 1: A classroom. A desk is down- 
stage, and rows of chairs for students face 
the desk. Scene 2: A speaker’s stand and 
some chairs are at one side of the stage. At 
center are a table and some chairs. 


Lighting: If possible, a spotlight should be 
used in the historical scenes, 





Part Five 


Radio Play 





Martin Chuzzlewit 


by Charles Dickens 
Adapted by Lewy Olfson 


Characters 
SARAH GAMP 
3 Gossips 
ANTHONY PECKSNIFF 
OLp Martin CuvuzzLEWIT 
Mary GRAHAM 
Youne Martin Cuvuzz.LEwIitT 
Tom Pincu 

Music: Light theme. 

Saran Gamp (A gossipy old Cockney 
woman): First of all, you needn’t 
wonder how I happen to know the 
whole and truthful story of Mr. 
Martin Chuzzlewit. No, indeed. 
Many’s the person that wonders 
where I find out all about the people 
I know the life histories of, and so 
I'll tell you straight out that Sarah 
Gamp is no fool. I’ve done a deal 
of night-nursing and day-nursing in 
my time, I can tell you, and anyone 
who keeps his ears half as open as I 
do can find out anything he wants to 
know. As a matter of fact, the whole 
story of Martin Chuzzlewit has been 
written down in a book by some no- 
account busybody named Charles 
Dickens, but anyone of you who has 
read that book has not been told the 
entire truth of the matter. For the 
things that Mr. Dickens has to say 
about my being too fond of alcohol, 
and the “asperjions’” he makes on 
the character of myself, Sarah 


Gamp, are “libelious’” and “slan- 
derious” and wholly contrary to the 
fact. Being a lady, I’m not the one 
to talk about myself; but neither 
am I the one to ignore the insults 
about me that Mr. Dickens has seen 
fit to indulge himself in. So I’ll just 
tell the story of Martin Chuzzlewit, 
and carefully omit all mention of 
myself, as is suitable to a modest 
lady of my sterling character and 
noble reputation. 
Now then! The story all began 
when a mysterious old gentleman, 
accompanied by an equally mysteri- 
ous and very beautiful young lady, 
arrived at the Blue Dragon Inn, not 
too far from London. 
Ist Gossip: I wonder who that old 
codger with the young woman is. 
2np Gossip: Never saw them before 
in my life. Hey there, Joe! Who's 
the strange couple that just took up 
lodgings here? 

3rD Gossip (Fading on): Well, no one 
knows for sure, but I’ve heard that 
it’s — promise you won’t breathe 
a word? 

Ist and 2np Gossips: Our lips are 
sealed. 

3rD Gossip: Well, they say it’s Martin 
Chuzzlewit. 

Ist Gossip: No! 

2nD Gossip: Martin Chuzzlewit? 





3rD Gossip: The same. Mr. Martin 
Chuzzlewit, the richest man in 
London, aud cousin to our own 
townsman, Anthony Pecksniff. 

ist Gossrp: Hey, Mrs. Tupkins! 
Martin Chuzzlewit’s in town! 

2npD Gossip: Did you hear the news, 
Jacob? Martin Chuzzlewit’s in 
town! 

3rD Gossip: Hello, everybody. 
tin Chuzzlewit’s in town! 

Music: Gay theme. 

Saran Gamp: How the word ever got 
around so fast is far beyond me to 
know, for there isn’t a soul in our 
whole town that gossips or tattle- 
tales. But get around it did, for 
Martin Chuzzlewit was the richest 
man anybody in our village had 
ever heard of, and he was a first 


Mar- 


cousin by direct blood to Anthony — 


Pecksniff, the town architect, and 
as stingy a man as you’d ever hope 
to meet. In no time at all, old 
Anthony Pecksniff was down to the 
Blue Dragon, his coattails flying in 
the breeze, the gleam of gold coins 
in his eye, the hope of his cousin’s 
last will and testament in his heart, 
and the handle of Martin Chuzzle- 
wit’s door in his hand. 

PrecksnirF (A scheming hypocrite; now 
falsely jovial): Forgive my entering 
without knocking, sir. You are 
Martin Chuzzlewit? 

Cuuzztewit (An old, disillusioned 
man): I am Martin Chuzzlewit, and 
Martin Chuzzlewit wishes you had 
been hanged before you had come 
here to disturb him. 

PrecksnIFF: My good cousin — 

CuuzzLEwiT: There! In his very first 
words, Mary, he asserts his relation- 


ship to me. I knew he would! They 
all do it! Ugh! 

Mary (A sweet young woman): There, 
there, Mr. Chuzzlewit. Do not up- 
set yourself. 

PecksniFF: This young woman gives 
you good advice, Chuzzlewit. 

Cuuzzitewit: And do you know why 
she does so, Pecksniff? Because she 
has nothing to gain for it. She is not 
related or bound to me in any way, 
and she knows that when I die she 
will not inherit a cent of my money, 
and so she — sweet, young thing 
that she is—has proven herself 
faithful and honest with me in 
every way. But you — 

PecxsnirF: Sir, you have no cause to 
judge me until you know me better. 

Cuvuzziewit (Tiredly): I know ali men 
— only too well. I am a rich man, 
Pecksniff, who has no pleasure in the 
possession of money. That is why 
you come here to me, hoping to 
butter me up, to win my confidence, 
and to be included in my will when I 
die. Confess it. 

PecxsnirF (Self-righteously): You do 
me wrong, sir. I came to you out of 
feelings of affection, of family con- 
cern. 

CuuzzLewiT: Bah! Your feelings of 
affection! Strange that they should 
bring you hither only when I am 
wealthy and old, isn’t it? 

PrcxsnirF: Sir, I care little for what 
you may think of me. But I feel it 
my duty — yea, my sacred obliga- 
tion, to speak to you about your 
grandson. 

Mary (Perhaps too quickly): Young 
Mr. Martin? 


PecksNiFF: Just so. Young Mr. 





Martin Chuzzlewit. Out of family 
concern for him, I have allowed him 
to become my apprentice in the 
architecture business, though he 
had not a farthing to his name. Now 
that I know you can afford to give 
him money, I shall urge you to do 
sO, sir. 

CuuzzLewiT: So that you can take it 
away from him? Not likely! My 
grandson is no better than you are. 

Mary: Oh no, Mr. Chuzzlewit. No! 
You know young Mr. Martin is a 
fine man. 

CuuzzLewiT: Do you take his side 
against me, Mary? How many 


times have I told you that he only 
pretends to love you because he 
thinks it will bring him closer to my 
heart — and my pocketbook? 
Mary: You do him wrong, sir. Young 
Mr. Martin’s love for me is pure. 
CuuzztewirT: And as for you, Peck- 


sniff, be off with you. If you thought 
that by taking my grandson into 
your business you would inherit 
some of my money, you were mis- 
taken. Not a pound will go to that 
young rapscallion. Not a shilling! 
Not a penny! 

Precxsnir¥F (Fading, slyly): I see. In 
that case, good day to you, cousin. 
Cuuzztewir: Good day and good 

riddance. 

Sounp: Door closing. 

CuuzzLewiT: Oh, Mary, Mary! You 
see what men are? Gold is all they 
know. Only you, Mary, only you, 
who have everything to gain from 
my living and nothing to lose by my 
dying, only you are my friend. And 
that is the only kind of friend I 
have... or will have. 


Mary: There, there, good Mr. Chuzzle- 
wit. Rest now. Pecksniff is gone 
and will trouble you no more. Rest, 
sir. 

Music: Unhappy theme. 

Saran Gamp: Old Martin Chuzzlewit 
had laid his finger on the pulse of 
Anthony Pecksniff, let me tell you. 
And once that old, scheming, mi- 
serly blackguard heard that there 
was no money to be gained from his 
apprentice, young Martin Chuzzle- 
wit, he dashed to his home as fast as 
he could, where he delivered himself 
of a righteous — oh, very righteous— 
sermon against the young man. 

PecksnirF: Mr. Martin Chuzzlewit, 
sir. 

Martin (A fine young man): Yes, Mr. 
Pecksniff? 

PecxsnirF: How you have deceived 
me, Martin! How you have put 
upon my innocent nature! 

Martin (Aghast): I! Deceived you, 
sir? 

PecksniFF: Oh, don’t play that holy- 
innocent act with me, young man, 
for I have found you out! I have 
just been with your grandfather and 
his companion at the Blue Dragon 
Inn... 

Martin (Hopefully): Mary is at the 
Blue Dragon? 

PecksnirF: If that is the young 
woman’s name, she is there, sir, and 
they have filled me with the truth of 
the kind of man you are. And to 
think that I trusted you, that I 
opened my home end office to you! 
Oh, it makes my «lood run cold to 
think of such villainy as yours! 

Martin: Mr. Pecksniff, you astound 
me! 





PecksniFF: Villains are always as- 
tounded when they are found out, 
sir. Leave my house at once, young 
Martin Chuzzlewit. I never wish to 
see you again. Do you hear me? I 
wish you to leave my house at once. 

Music: Turbulent theme, in and under. 


Saran Gamp: Poor young Martin! No 
wonder he was astounded. How 
could he know that his only fault 
was to be in bad graces with his 
wealthy grandfather, and that the 
only reason Pecksniff had taken him 
in was his hope of Martin’s inherit- 
ing a fortune from the old man, and 
then marrying one of the Pecksniff 
daughters. Having been forced out 
of the Pecksniff house — and that, I 
may say, was the best thing that 
could have happened to him — 
Martin went immediately to the 
Blue Dragon Inn, to see his grand- 
father and his beloved Mary 
Graham. 

CuuzzLewit: Ah, so you’ve come to 
see me again, have you, Martin? 
Martin: Yes, Grandfather, and I 
sincerely hope that this visit will end 
more happily than did our last 

encounter. 

CuuzzitewiT: The only way for us to 
part civilly is if you say “Goodbye” 
at once and leave me, Martin. That 
will prevent our having words, 
which we are sure to do if you stay. 

Mary: Oh, Mr. Chuzzlewit, be not so 
hard upon him. 


CuuzzLewiT: Mary, you don’t know 
this young blackguard as I do. 


Martin: Blackguard! 
me in the same tone that Pecksniff 
did. 


You speak to 
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CuvuzzLewir: You had words with 
Pecksniff then, did you? 

Martin: I did not, Grandfather, for 
he would not give me time to speak. 
Instead he called me blackguard and 
villain and I know not what other 
names, and told me to leave his 
house, never to return. 

CuuzzLew!T: Did he then? Anthony 
Pecksniff has more sense than I gave 
him credit for. 

Martin: Then it was you that turned 
him agaist me! He said as much, 
but I refused to believe you could 
speak so ill of me. 

Mary: You see, Mr. Chuzzlewit? 
Martin believes only good of you. 
Martin: Thank you, Mary, my love. 
Cuuzziewir: A fine man, you think 
him, eh, Mary? Now that he has 
lost one benefactor, he comes snoop- 
ing around me to see if I will be his 

next. 

Martin: No, indeed, sir! 

CuuzzLewiT: Do you deny it, sir? 

Mary: Dear Mr. Chuzzlewit, let your 
grandson speak on his own behalf. 

CuuzzLewir: Well, I’d rather hear him 
do it than hear you speak for him. 

Martin: If Mary speaks for me, it is 
because she loves me; and that is 
just, as I love her. 

CuuzzLewiT: Not you! ‘All you love 
is my money! You profess love to 
my ward only because you know she 
is the one friend I have in the world, 
and you hope to gain something 
by it. 

Martin: I do hope to gain something 
by it, Grandfather, and that is her 
hand in marriage. 

Mary: Martin, love, do you mean it? 





Martin: I am yours, Mary, if you will 
have me. Say ‘“Yes,’”’ Mary, do. 
Mary: | cannot marry, Martin, with- 
out your grandfather’s permission. 
CuuzzLewirT: And that you will never 

have. 

Mary (Tearfully): Only hear me, Mr. 
Chuzzlewit! Good Mr. Chuzzlewit! 

CuUzzZLEWIT: Spare me your tears, 
Mary. They will do no good. Sir... 

Martin: Yes, Grandfather? 

CuvuzzLEwir: You have been attempt- 
ing to corrupt the innocent fidelity of 
this faithful girl, and by so corrupt- 
ing the one person in the world who 
is disinterested toward my fortune, 
you hope to become a rich man. Do 
not presume to state otherwise; I 
know what all men are: faithless, 
grasping, hard and unfeeling, inter- 
ested only in gold. I only wish I 
could dispose of you altogether. 

Martin: I only wish to dispose of my- 
self, Grandfather, to dispose of my- 
self in marriage. 

CuvuzzLewiT: Very well, then. Let it 
be to anyone you like, but not to my 
Mary Graham. 

Mary: Mr. Chuzzlewit! 

CuuzzLEwit: Make any other mar- 
riage, Martin, and I shall provide 
handsomely for you in my will. 
Marry Mary, and I shall cut you out 
without a shilling. There you have 
it: either renounce her, or be re- 
nounced by me. 

Mary (Tearfully): Oh, Martin, Martin! 

Martin: Never fear, my love. You 
mean more to me than all the gold in 
London. Keep your fortune, Grand- 
father! I shall marry Mary some- 
day, and provide her with a fortune 
of my own. 


CuuzzLEwitT (Laughing): A fortune of 
your own! And where do you pro- 
pose to find such a thing? Is it 
going to drop from the sky? 

Martin: I shall sail to America. It is 
a new country, and there I shall 
stay till I have earned enough to 
come back to England and claim my 
bride. They need young architects 
in America! 


Mary: America! Oh, Martin, it is so 
far away. So far! 


Martin: it will only be for awhile, my 
love. And then I shall be home, and 
we shall be happy. Farewell, my 
love! 

Mary (Crying gently): God speed to 
you, dearest heart. Goodbye, Mar- 
tin Chuzzlewit! 

Music: Romantic theme, in and under. 

SaRAH Gamp: Poor Mary Graham! 
Her heart nearly broke with the 
leaving of her beloved, old Mr. 
Chuzzlewit’s handsome grandson. 
But no matter how much she 
pleaded with her old guardian, he 
wouldn’t reconsider the case. Not 
he! He meant well enough, but he 
was bound and determined that all 
men were after his money, and he 
would trust nobody. Young Mary 
sighed over her faraway love, and 
took to thinking of him whenever 
she could spare a moment. One day, 
when her little heart was nigh to 
breaking in pieces, she entered an 
old church to pray. The church was 
empty, but it was filled with beauti- 
ful music from the organ, and when 
she went to see who was a-playing 
it, she saw a kindly looking but 
poorly dressed old servant. 
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Music: End of a triumphant hymn, 
played on an organ. 

Mary: How beautifully you play! I do 
hope you don’t mind my listening to 
your music. 

Tom Pixcu (Humbly): No, indeed, 
miss, though I fear my music isn’t 
good enough for the likes of you. 

Mary: Too good, rather. It filled my 
heart and made my troubles seem 
bearable again. Thank you for that, 
sir. 

Tom Pincu: Sir! 
oir’? 

Mary (Surprised): Why, yes, sir. 

Tom Prvcu: Sir! Hardly anyone calls 
me that. Everyone just calls me by 
my right name: Tom Pinch. Last 
person to call me “sir” was a fine 
young man who lived at our house. 
But he’s gone away, and so I’m only 
old Tom Pinch again. Nobody calls 
me “sir” since Master Chuzzlewit 
went away. 

Mary: Chuzzlewit! Do you mean 
young Mr. Martin Chuzzlewit, by 
any chance? 

Tom Prncu: Lord bless me if he isn’t 
the very one! Finest gentleman I 
ever knew. He lived with us for 
awhile — with my master, I mean, 
for I’m only old Mr. Pecksniff’s 
servant. And Mr. Chuzzlewit treated 
me like his equal. Better even! He 
was a fine man. Oh, how I miss him 
since he went off to America. That’s 
where he is now, you see, there being 
some young woman he wanted to 
marry, but her guardian being set 
against it. 


Did you call me 


Mary: I am that young woman, Mr. 
Pinch. 


Tom Pincu: You! Well, Lord bless 


me. You’re surely pretty enough for 

him — begging your pardon, miss. 
Mary: Oh, Mr. Pinch, to think that 

we should both long for the same 
How fortunate my finding 


friend! 
you! 

Tom Prncu: I’m glad of it, too, miss — 
for at Pecksniff’s I daren’t mention 
his name, their being down on him 
and all. It does my heart good to 
be able to speak of him aloud. 


Mary: And mine, too. 


Tom Pincu: I’ve written him once, 
but I didn’t receive any answer, 
which is just as well, I suppose, 
since I don’t know how to read. 

Mary: My letters have all been un- 
answered as well. But if you can’t 
read, how did you manage to write 
to him? 

Tom Pincu: It wasn’t a letter that I 
wrote. I just put a five-pound note 
in an envelope, and had a friend of 
mine put on the address. I know 
how a traveler — especially a young 
man — can be in need of funds from 
time to time, and I was only too 
happy to be of help to such a fine 
gentleman as young Mr. Martin. 

Mary: You have a kind heart, Mr. 
Pinch. It has been good talking 
with you. I must go now, but I hope 
to see you again. Already I am 
anxious for the chance to hear your 
organ music again, and to talk with 
you about my beloved Martin. 

Tom Pincu: Lord bless you, miss. 
And you a lady! I’m that grateful. 
And any time you need an errand 
run, or a message sent, I hope you’ll 
call upon Tom Pinch. 
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Mary: I will indeed, Tom. I will in- 
deed. 


Music: Happy theme. 


Saran Gamp: Little did Mary Graham 
know at that precise moment how 
great a help Tom Pinch would be to 
her someday. There’s some that 
know a working person has his feel- 
ings, same as others, though one per- 
son I know, Mr. Charles Dickens, 
doesn’t seem to know it, as I’ve al- 
ready told you. But on with my 
story. Though Anthony Pecksniff 
had been disappointed in his first 
interview with old Chuzzlewit, he 
wasn’t one to give up easily. Once he 
had the smell of gold in his nostrils, 
it was the devil’s own work to take 
him off the trail of it. So, having 
gotten rid of young Martin, back 
goes Pecksniff to the Blue Dragon, 
as humble as you please, and pays 
another call on old Martin Chuzzle- 
wit. 

Cuuzztewit: Back again, are you, 
Pecksniff? What is it this time? 
PecksniFF (Kagerly): Oh, cousin, 
cousin, how can you be so cold to 
me? MHaven’t I already proved to 
you how deep my loyalty to your in- 

terests goes? 

Cuuzztewit: What’s that? 
to my interests? 


Loyalty 


PrecxsniFFr: I don’t mind telling you, 
sir, that it was only because you 
told me of your dislike for your 
grandson that I dismissed him from 
my office. Knowing that the person 
of young Mr. Chuzzlewit was un- 
pleasant to you, it immediately be- 
came unpleasant to me! 


CuuzzLewit: You mean, don’t you, 


that you got rid of him once you dis- 
covered he could be of no financial 
aid? 

PecxsnirF (Unctuously): No, indeed, 
sir. For to tell the truth, just be- 
tween us two, the boy is a very tal- 
ented architect, and I could have 
turned a pretty penny by selling his 
work in London. But did the 
thought of money prompt me to 
keep him? No, indeed! “Pecksniff,”’ 
said I to myself, “this boy may be 
valuable to you, but because he is 
odious to his grandfather, your 
family loyalty demands that you 
have nothing more to do with him!” 
And so I showed him the door. 
Now, what further proof could you 
have of my loyalty to your interests, 
dear cousin Chuzzlewit? 

Cuuzztewit (Taken in): Well, bless 
you, cousin Pecksniff. I beg your 
forgiveness for having misjudged 
you at our last meeting —for mis- 
judge you I did. 

PrecksNiFF (Flatteringly): There is 
nothing to forgive. Truth to tell, I 
respect you for misjudging me! 

CuuzzLEwitT: You respect me for it? 

PecksniFF: It proves you’re a cautious 
man. It proves you’re no fool. And 
that’s precisely why I’ve come back. 
I have just got wind of a little busi- 
ness venture that is guaranteed to 
make both our fortunes. I’ve al- 
ready invested every cent of my 
money in it, and knowing what a 
fine, shrewd, cautious man you are, I 
was sure you’d like to act on my 
advice. 

CuuzzLEwiT: Guaranteed, you say? 
And all your own money is invested 
in it, eh? 
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PecksniFF: Every cent. I expect to 
be a millionaire before the year is out. 

CuvuzzLEwiT: It sounds like a capital 
business, cousin. Again I apologize 
for misjudging you. I see now you 
are a man to be trusted — indeed 
you are the only man of worth I 
have ever met. 

PEcKSNIFF: It is kind of you to say so, 
cousin. Now as to 
venture... 

CuvuzzLewir: Bring up all the par- 
ticulars on it, Pecksniff, and I'll 
look into it. 

PrecksNiFF: Oh, cousin, why tire your- 
self with all these details? Why not 
just give me a draft on your bank, 
and I’ll take care of the details. 
Surely you aren’t afraid to trust me? 

‘HUZZLEWIT: Indeed I am not! Very 
good, I’ll give you five thousand 
pounds. 

PecksnirF (Greedily): Five thousand! 
Excellent, cousin! And rest easy in 
your mind. Leave everything to me! 

Music: Evil theme. 

SaraH Gamp: There you have it! Old 
Anthony Pecksniff, as scheming a 
villain as ever crawled the face of 
this beautiful earth, had contrived to 
swindle old Martin Chuzzlewit out 
of five thousand pounds. The old 
man, oh, he was as innocent as a 
babe in arms. He trusted old Peck- 
sniff to the letter, and soon the two 
were as thick as if they’d been 
raised in the same cradle. Months 
went by, and every time old Martin 
would ask Pecksniff for information 

the the 
would always be: 

PecxsniFF (Cagily): Oh, business is 
very good. Very good! Of course, 


the business 


about business, answer 


at the moment we’re turning all our 
profits back into the firm. But some 
day soon, Chuzzlewit, you'll be a 
millionaire! 

Saran Gamp: Or else the talk would 
go something like this: 

PecksniFF: You want to talk to the 
solicitor of the business, cousin? 
Well, as it happens, just at the mo- 
ment he’s off to the Continent on a 
buying trip. And the bookkeeper — 
oh, yes, he’s gone with him. But 
don’t worry about your money, 
cousin. Leave everything to me! 

Saran Gamp: And all the time, old 
Chuzzlewit kept being taken in by 
his false friend, the smooth-tongued 
Pecksniff. One day, Tom Pinch ap- 
proached the Blue Dragon Inn and 
delivered a note for Mary. Imagine 
her surprise when, on tearing it 
open, she discovered it was from 
young Martin! 

Mary: What’s this? Martin’s hand- 
writing! He must be in London. Oh, 
happy, happy hour! His fortune 
must be made, and we are to be re- 
united. I can barely keep my hands 
still enough to read his words. “My 
dear Mary: It will surprise you, no 
doubt, to find that I am in London.” 

Martin (On filter mike, if possible): 
“It surprises me, too, I admit. You 
see, Mary, America was far less than 
I had hoped it would be, and I re- 
turn to London not wealthy, as I 
had hoped, but impoverished. How- 
ever, take heart, my love. Tom 
Pinch has told me something that 
may yet be our salvation. Till | 
come to you, trust in me, and please 
believe that all will be well. I shall 
come to the Blue Dragon Inn at 





eight o’clock tonight. I understand 
that my grandfather is to meet my 
old enemy, Anthony Pecksniff, at 
that time, and I intend to confront 
them together. Say nothing of all 
this to anyone, and have faith. Till 
eight o’clock, then, all my love. 
Martin.” 

Mary: “All my love, Martin.” To 
think that I shall see him tonight! 
But why may I not say anything 
about his return? What is this 
mystery? I am so happy .. . and so 
afraid. 

Music: Mysterious theme. 


Saran Gamp: That right, promptly at 
eight o’clock, Anthony Pecksniff 


arrived at old Martin Chuzzlewit’s 
rooms. 
PecksnirF: Good evening, cousin. I 
hope I find you in good health. 
CuuzztewiT: You do indeed, Peck- 


sniff. Mary, aren’t you going to 
greet our guest? 

PecksnirF: I kiss your hand, dear 
Miss Graham. 

Mary (Coldly): Good evening, Mr. 
Pecksniff. 

Cuuzztewit (Reproachfully): Mary! 
Is that the way to greet my dearest 
friend? For be assured that Anthony 
Pecksniff is my dearest friend. 

Mary: So you have often told me, Mr. 
Chuzzlewit. But I have yet to see 
the proof of it. 

PecksnirF (With exaggerated hurt): 
Oh, Miss Graham! Miss Graham! 

Sounp: Knock at door. 

CuvuzzitewiT: Who can that be? 

Mary (Happily, involuntarily): Mar- 
tin! 

CuvuzzLewiT: What’s that, Mary? 
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Mary (Fading): I’ll see who is at the 
door, Mr. Chuzzlewit. 

Sounp: Door opening. 

CuuzzLEewI!T: Martin! 

Martin (Fading on, briskly): Good 
evening, Grandfather. Oh, Mary, 
Mary, my love! 

Mary: Martin! 

PecxsniFrF: Tom Pinch! What is the 
meaning of your coming here? I did 
not send for you! Go home at once! 

Tom Pincu (Fading on): Excuse me, 
Mr. Pecksniff, but I am no longer 
your servant. I hand in my resigna- 
tion as of this moment. 

PrcksniFrF: Have you gone mad, Tom 
Pinch? 

Tom Pincu: No, sir. Though you'll 
soon have cause to wish that I had 
gone mad before you spilled your 
secrets in front of me. 

CuvuzzLEwiT: What is the meaning of 
this, Martin? 

Martin: I'll answer your questions in 
a moment, Grandfather. First, I 
must ask some of my own. Mr. 
Pecksniff! 

PecksnirFF (Coldly): Sir? 

Martin: What is the nature of this 
business you have convinced my 
grandfather to sink his fortune into? 

PecxsniFF: Er...1I...1... that is all 
none of your affair, sir. 

Martin: See how he squirms and 
blushes, Grandfather? Tom Pinch, 
tell my grandfather what you have 
already told me. 

PecksniFF: Tom Pinch, I order you 
to hold your tongue! 

Martin: What are you afraid of, 
Pecksniff? Go on, Tom. 

Tom Prncu: Well, sir, Mr. Chuzzlewit 
... there is no business! 





CxHuzzLEwiT: What’s that? 

Martin: Do not run for the door, 
Pecksniff. Two of my friends are 
waiting to intercept you. Two very 
strong friends, I might add. Sit 
down. 

Mary: What does he mean, there is 
no business? 

Martin: Just that. Pecksniff has 
taken Grandfather’s money and de- 
posited it in his own bank account. 
He is a fraud! 

Cuuzziewir: Pecksniff! Is this true? 

Martin: Ask yourself, Grandfather. 
Have you ever had any profits? 

CuuzzLewiT (Slowly): No. 

Martin: Have you ever visited the 
place of this so-called business? 

CuuzzLewirT: No. 

Martin: Have you ever met the board 
of directors? Do you know the book- 
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Have you spoken with the 
Have the 


keeper 
solicitor? 
product? 
Mary: I can answer for him: no, no, 


you seen 


no and no! 

CuuzzLew1T: Oh, Pecksniff, Pecksniff, 
who would have believed it? 

Tom Princu: One Mr. 
Martin. I suggest you look at that 
roll of architectural plans Mr. Peck- 
sniff is carrying. 

PecksNIFF: Keep your hands off these 
plans! They’re the drawings for the 
new elementary school which the 
city has just commissioned me to 
design. 

Tom Pinca: Only they aren’t your de- 
signs, Mr. Pecksniff, they’re Mar- 
tin’s. 

Martin: Why, so they are, Tom. 
These are the very drawings I de- 


thing more, 
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signed when I was apprenticed to 
Mr. Pecksniii. I’ll wager the city 
paid him a pretty price for them, 
too. All he’s done is add a few 
windows. 

PecksnirF: Adding 
makes all the difference! 

Martin: It certainly does. It turns a 
beautiful building into a hideous 
one. Well, Grandfather, are you 
satisfied? 

Cuuzztewir: Oh, what 
been. What a fool I’ve been. 
you forgive me, Martin? 

Martin: With a full heart, sir. . 
two conditions. 

PecksnirF: Humph! Conditions! 
told you he was after your fortune! 

CuuzzLewir: That doesn’t bother me. 
I’d rather have a fortune-hunter for 
a grandson than a thief for a cousin. 
What are your conditions, Martin? 

Martin: First, that you employ Tom 
Pinch as your personal servant, and 
pay him well. 

Tom Prncu: Oh, sir! 

Martin: Come now, Tom, don’t be 
modest. You’ve done my grand- 
father a great service this day, and 

. unless 


those windows 
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you're in need of a job. . 
you’d rather go back to Pecksniff. 


Tom Prncu: Oh, no, sir! Never that! 

PecksniFF: To think that I should 
hear my own servant mock me! 

Martin: Be quiet, Pecksniff. You de- 
serve far worse. My second condi- 
tion, Grandfather, is that you allow 
Mary Graham to become my bride. 

Mary: Oh, Martin! 

Cuvuzz.Lewrr: Gladly, Martin, my boy. 
I judged you hastily, my boy, and I 
fear I judged you cruelly. Let me 
know that I have your forgiveness. 





Martin: You have indeed, Grand- 
father. But what’s to be done about 
Pecksniff? 

CuuzzLEwIr: He shall be forced to re- 
pay every penny he stole from me, 
and to give you double the amount 
he has been paid for using your 
building design. 

Mary: Does he not deserve something 
stronger? 

CuuzzLewir: We can do nothing 
worse to him, my dear, than he has 
done to himself, for he has robbed 
himself of dignity, integrity and 
self-respect. And what is worse 
than that? 

Mary: Oh, Martin, I can hardly be- 
lieve it. My love, oh my love! 


Martin: Then you will have me, 


Mary? 
Mary: With all my heart, my love. It 
will be the fulfillment of my dearest 


dreams. Mrs. Martin Chuzzlewit! 

CuvuzzLewir: God bless her and her 
husband, and keep them happy 
always. 

CuuzzLEwiT, Martin and Tom Pinca: 
Mrs. Martin Chuzzlewit! 

Music: Romantic, triumphant theme. 

THE END 


PRODUCTION NOTES 


Vore ror Miss CHECKOUT 
(Play on pages 11-23) 


| Characters: 7 male; 7 female; male and female 
extras. 


Playing Time: 30 minutes. 


Costumes: Sally, Mabel and Attendant wear - 
uniforms. Herman and Timothy wear 
white jackets and dark trousers. Pringle 
and Newton wear business suits. Pringle 
also wears a derby. Boy wears blue jeans, 
coat and cap. ist Customer wears a suit 
and hat. Others wear casual dress. 


Properties: Grocery pushcarts and various 
groceries, including 4 boxes of cereal, in- 
stant whipped cream, heads of lettuce, eggs, 
tomatoes, crate of milk, stalk of celery, and 
small meat package. Three small pictures, 
paper bags, tomato juice and cups, ring, 
blue stamps, leather album, pads of paper, 
whistle, and pencils. 


Setting: The Superduper Supermarket. In 
rear are shelves displaying groceries. Down- 
stage center are two checkout counters with 
cash registers, price lists, etc. In front of 
one checkout counter is a ballot box, marked 
“Vote for Miss Checkout.’’ Extreme right 
is a free sample counter, with a sign reading 
“Mother Dracula’s Homemade Tomato 
Juice — Free Samples Today.”’ Entrance 
up right is marked with sign reading “To 
Fancy Vegetables.’ Entrance up left is 
marked “Dairy Products.’? Another en- 
trance down left leads to street. 


Lighting: No special effects. 








Spotlight on Books 


MEN oF ScreNcE AND INVENTION. 
Editors ¢ American Heritage. 
Heritage Publishing Co. $3.50. 
Another handsomely illustrated volume in 

the American Heritage Junior Library series, 

this new title covers advancements made in 

American science, from the ingenious inven- 

tions of the colonists to the satellites of the 

1929’s. (Middle grades and up) 


Burtpor oF IsrageL. By Robert St.: John. 

Doubleday & Co., Inc. $2.96. 

A lively biography of David Ben-Gurion — 
farmer, fighter, statesman, scholar, Prime 
Minister of Israel, and one of the great lead- 
ers of the twentieth century. (Middle grades 
and up) 


By the 


American 


Leapinec Lapres. By Barbara Marinacci. 

Dodd, Mead & Co. 84.00. 

The stories of eleven famous actresses — 
Sarah Siddons, Charlotte Cushman, Sarah 
Bernhardt, Eleanora Duse, Gertrude Law- 
rence, etc. — that include many interesting 
accounts of highlights in theatrical history. 
(Junior High and up) 


CHILDREN’s THEATRE. By Jed H. Davis and 


Mary Jane Watkins, with Roger M. Bus- 

field, Jr. Harper & Bros. $6.00. 

A comprehensive guide to play production 
in the modern children’s theatre, this illus- 
trated book includes chapters on play direct- 
ing, writing, organization, touring, etc. (For 
the director) 

AnmMAL Signs AND SIGNALS. 
Pettit. Doubleday & Co., Inc. 
This generously illustrated book explores 

some of the fascinating methods used by wild 

animals to communicate with each other and 
with human beings. (Lower grades and up) 


By Ted S. 


Drovers’ Gotp. By Julia Montgomery 

Street. Dodd, Mead & Co. $3.00. 

A story of the colorful stock-driving in- 
dustry, depicting the days when horses, cows, 
sheep, ducks, geese, turkeys and hogs were 
driven on foot from Kentucky and Tennessee 
to the markets in the deep south. (Middle 
grades and up) 


Piays ror Mopern Yautu. Edited by Marcus 
Konick. Globe Book Co. $3.00. 
A collection of plays for teen-agers, with 
production suggestions and classroom ex- 
ercises. (Junior High and up) 





RADIO PLAYS FOR YOUNG PEOPLE TO ACT 


Rose Schneideman Rose Schneideman 


These versatile and timely new plays are the first ever offered 
for use with pupils with basic reading problems or inability 
to memorize a part in a stage play. This new concept requires 
from the pupil or performer a minimum of preparation, per- 
mitting full attention to reading with correct interpretation 
of the dialogue. .Designed for club and school groups, these 
original plays have been pretested in classrooms as simulated 
radio programs, in auditoriums for entertainment, and in 
actual radio situations. Especially written for children of 
intermediate grades, suitable for ages nine to fifteen, they 
offer stimulation in the realm of international friendship, 
education, citizenship for democratic living, and fresh ap- 
proaches to some of the national celebrations of modern 
times. Grades 5-7 192 pp. $3.95 


E. P. DUTTON & CO., NEW YORK 10 
RADIO PLAYS FOR YOUNG PEOPLE TO ACT 
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Index to Plays and Authors 


PLays — VoLtumge XX 


1960 — 1961 
Issues are designated as follows: O, October; N, November; D, December; J, January; F, February; Mr, March; 


A, April; My, May. The numbers attached to these by hyphens indicate the pages of the issue. 


For example, 


0-13 means page 13 of the October issue. (Radio plays are indicated by*.) 





For Junior and Senior High 


Beatnik and the Bard, The, Earl J. Dias, O-1 
Blaine, Betty Gray, Gift Horse, The, A-31 


Bradley, Polly Lewis, Professor Countdown Takes Off , 


Broadway Turkey, A, Jane McGowan, N-1 


Camelia Costumes, The, Marcella Rawe, Mr-27 
Carol's Christmas Cards, Robert St. Clair, D-25 

Case of the Wall Street Bear, The, John Murray, J-21 
Cast Up by the Sea, Earl J. Dias, My-33 

Christmas for Cosette*, (Hugo), Lewy Olfson, D-87 
Cleanest Town in the West, The, Earl J. Dias, N-13 
Dias, Earl J., Beatnik and the Bard, The, O-1; Cast 


hg by the Sea, My-33; Cleanest Town in the 
est, The, N-13 


Don Quixote*, (Cervantes), Lewy Olfson, Mr-85 

Double Talk, Paul 8. MeCoy, J-84 

DuBois, Graham, Full Measure of Devotion, F-1; 
Most Important Guests, The, D-15 


Feathered Dream, The, Helen Ramsey, A-23 


February Heroes, Mildred Hark and Noel McQueen, 


Fisher, Aileen, Look to a New Day, My-83 

Full Measure of Devotion, Graham DuBois, F-1 

Garver, Juliet, Money Tree, The, A-1; Space Suit with 

Roses, 

Gay Seshantna. The, Robert St. Clair, J-1 

Gift Horse, The, Betty Gray Blaine, A-31 

Hark, Mildred and Noel McQueen, February Heroes, 
-39; Putting Pop in His Place, J-35 

Huff, Betty Tracy, Meet Mr. Murchinson, My-1 


Imi foery Trial s George Washington, An, Diana 
olman, F-26 


James, Patricia, When Mozart Was Sixteen, J-14 


Kid Avalanche, John Murray, F-13 
Look to a New Day, Aileen Fisher, My-83 


McCoy, Paul 8., Double Talk, J-84 

MeGowan, Jane, Broadway Turkey, A, N-1l 

Martens, Anne Coulter, Springtime for Dan, Mr-39 
Martin Chuzzlewit*, (Dickens), Lewy Olfson, My-97 
Mestanied Maid, The, Virginia Payne Whitworth, 


y- 
Meet Mr. Murchinson, Betty Tracy Huff, My-1 


Miller, Helen Louise, Red Flannel Suit, The, D-1; 
Thanksgiving 4 la Carte, N-25 


Mind Over Matter, Jessie Nicholson, Mr-17 
Money Tree, The, Juliet Garver, A-1 
Most Important Guests, The, Graham DuBois, D-15 


Murray, John, Case of the Wall Street Bear, The, J-21; 
Kid Avalanche F-13; Stage Set for Murder, Mr-1; 
Vote for Miss Checkout, My-11; When the Hurly- 
burly’s Done, O-13 


Nicholson, Jessie, Mind Over Matter, Mr-17 


Odyssey, The*, (Homer), Lewy Olfson, 0-83 


Olfson, Lewy, Christmas for Cosette*, (Hugo), D-87; 
Don uixote*, (Cervantes), Mr-85; Martin 
Chuzzlewit*, (Dickens), My-97; Odyssey, The*, 
(Homer), Oliver Twist*, (Dickens), J-90 
Tempest, The*, (Shakespeare), N-87; Tro vatored 
Ghost, The, (Stockton), A-13 


Oliver Twist*, (Dickens), Lewy Olfson, J-90 
Protoss Countdown Takes Off, Polly Lewis Bradley, 


Putting Pop in His Place, Mildred Hark and Noel 
ceQueen, J-35 

Ramsey, Helen, Feathered Dream, The, A-23 

Rawe, Marcella, Camelia Costumes, The, Mr-27 

Red Flannel Suit, The, Helen Louise Miller, D-1 


Space Suit with Roses, Juliet Garver, 0-27 
Springtime for Dan, Anne Coulter Martens, Mr-39 


St. Clair, Robert, Carol's Christmas Cards, D-25; 
Gay Pretenders, The, J-1 


Stage Set for Murder, John Murray, Mr-1 


Tempest, The*, (Shakespeare), Lewy Olfson, N-87 
Thanksgiving & Ja Carte, Helen Louise Miller, N-25 
Transferred Ghost, The, (Stockton), Lewy Olfson, A-13 


Vote for Miss Checkout, John Murray, My-11 


When Mozart Was Sixteen, Patricia James, J-14 
When the Hurlyburly’s Done, John Murray, 0-13 
Whitworth, Virginia Payne, Mechanical Maid, The, 


My- 
Wolman, Diana, Imaginary Trial of George Wash- 
ington, An, F-26 


For Middle Grades 
Barnett, Grace T., Treasure in the Smith House, F-63 
Bennett, Helen Cotts, Sleeping Beauty, A-59 
Bennett, Rowena,{Scarecrow and the Witch, The, 0-57 
Boiko, Claire, Cinder-Riley, Mr-51 
Bookworm, The, Gwen Chaloner, N-35 
es Who Found Christmas, The, Adele Thane, 
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Chaloner, Gwen, Bookworm, The, N-35 
Cinder-Riley, Claire Boiko, Mr-51 
Day of the Dragon, The, Ethel McFarlan, N-5i 


DuBois, Graham, Every Day Is Thanksgiving, N-41 
Every Day Is Thanksgiving, Graham DuBois, N-41 


Fisher, Aileen, Mr. Scrooge Finds Christmas, (Dickens), 
D-75; Shoes and Stockings and Solomon, D-59 


Fitz Adcock, Irma, Royal Cloth of China, The, F-49 
Gates of Dinkelsbuehl, The, Paul T. Nolan, A-89 


Hark, Mildred and Noel McQueen, Junction Santa 
Claus, D-37 
Highland Fling, The, Paul T. Nolan, F-89 
Junction Santa Claus, Mildred Hark and Noel Me- 

Queen, D-37 


Licha's Birthday Serenade, Paul T. Nolan, O-77 


Magic Fishbone, The, (Dickens), Mary Nygaard 
Peterson, O-51 

McFarlan, Ethel, Day of the Dragon, The, N-51 

McQueen, Mildred Hark, Mother's Choice, My-61; 
Who's the President?, J-47 

Merry-Go-Round for Mother, 
My-45 

Miller, Helen Louise, Merry-Go-Round for Mother, 
My-45 

Mr. Scrooge Finds Christmas, (Dickens), Aileen Fisher, 
)-75 


Mother's Choice, Mildred Hark McQueen, My-61 


Helen Louise Miller, 


Newman, Deborah, One Night in Bethlehem, D-47; 
Wonderful Halloween Cape, The, 0-45 
Nicholson, Jessie, Sugar and Spice, My-53 


Nolan, Paul T., Gates of Dinkelsbuehl, The, A-89; 
Highland Fling, The, F-89; Licha’s Birthday 
Serenade, 0-77 

One Night in Bethlehem, Deborah Newman, D-47 

Pendleton, Edrie, Vote for Your Hero, N-77 

Peterson, Mary Nygaard, Magic Fishbone, The, 
(Dickens), O-51; Wonderful, Beautiful Day, The, 
J-57 

Phillips, Ernestine, Three Wishes, The, Mr-65 

Pinocchio Goes to School, (Collodi), Adele Thane, J-63 


Queen's Mirror, The, Margaret E. Slattery, A-45 


Royal Cloth of China, Irma Fitz Adcock, F-49 


Saucy Scarecrow, The, Adele Thane, 0-37 

Scarecrow and the Witch, The, Rowena Bennett, O-57 
Secret Hiding Place, The, Sadye B. Wein, A-53 

Shoes and Stockings and Solomon, Aileen Fisher, D-59 
Silly Princesses, The, Margaret E. Slattery, Mr-57 


Slattery, Margaret E., Queen's Mirror, The, A-45; 
Silly Princesses, The, Mr-57 


Sleeping Beauty, Helen Cotts Bennett, A-59 
Sugar and Spice, Jessie Nicholson, My-53 
Thane, Adele, Brownie Who Found Christmas, The, 


D-53; Pinocchio Goes to School, J-63; Saucy Scare- 
crow, The, 0-37 


Three Wishes, The, Ernestine Phillips, Mr-65 
Tiniest Heart, The, Frances B. Watts, F-56 
Treasure in the Smith House, Grace T. Barnett, F-63 


Vote for Your Hero, Edrie Pendleton, N-77 


Watts, Frances B., Tiniest Heart, The, F-56 
Wein, Sadye B., Secret Hiding Place, The, A-53 
Who's the President?, Mildred Hark McQueen, J-47 


Wonderful, ae Day, The, Mary Nygaard Peter- 
son, 


Wonderful caches Cape, The, 
0-45 


Deborah Newman, 


For Lower Grades 
Asbrand, Karin, Pottery Lane, A-75 


Bennett, Rowena, Magic Weaver, The, A-71; 
for Scamperers, My-69 

Boiko, Claire, Crocus Who Couldn't Bloom, 
My-77; Operation Litterbug, A-65 


Schoo! 
The, 


Catnip Patch, Gladys V. Smith, Mr-75 
Crocus Who Couldn't Bloom, The, Claire Boiko, My-77 


Day the Indians Came, The, Helen Ramsey, N-71 


Debra, Elsa, Magie i in the Deep Woods, 0-73; Miracle 
Flower, The, D-67 


Enchanted Cottage, The, Deborah Newman, 0-63 


| Mildred and Noel McQueen, Princess of Hearts, 
3 


Horrible Humpy Dragon, The, Doris McBride, J-77 


Library Circus, The, Helen Louise Miller, N-65 
Lincoln Lady, The, Judith Seymour, F-79 
Lost Cherub, The, Adele Thane, D-61 


Magic in the Deep Woods, Elsa DeBra, O-73 
Magic Weaver, The, Rowena Bennett, A-7 


McBride, Doris, Horrible Humpy Dragon, The, J-77; 
Meanest Witch, The, 0-68 


McCarty, Sara Sloane, Tree Friends, The, My-73 

Meanest Witch, The, Doris McBride, 0-68 

Miller, Helen Louise, Library Circus, The, N-65; 
Santa Claus for President, D-71; Wishing Stream, 
The, J-71 

Miracle Flower, The, Elsa DeBra, D-67 

Missing Gift, The, Robert Ronan, Mr-71 

Newman, Deborah, Enchanted Cottage, The, O-63; 


Rabbits, Rabbits, Rabbits, Mr-79; Thanksgiving 
Farm, N-59; Washington's Gold Button, F-84 


Operation Litterbug, Claire Boiko, A-65 


Pottery Lane, Karin Asbrand, A-75 

Princess of Hearts, Mildred Hark and Noel McQueen, 
-4 

Rabbits, Rabbits, Rabbits, Deborah Newman, Mr-79 

Ramsey, Helen, Day the Indians Came, The, N-71 

Ronan, Robert, Missing Gift, The, Mr-71 


Santa Claus for President, Helen Louise Miller, D-71 
School for Scamperers, Rowena Bennett, My-6! 
Seymour, Judith, Lincoln Lady, The, F-79 

Smith, Gladys V., Catnip Patch, The, Mr-75 

Spamer, Claribel, Topsy-Turvy Weather, J-81 


Thane, Adele, Lost Cherub, The, D-61 


Thanksgiving Farm, Deborah Newman, N-59 
Topsy-Turvy Weather, Claribel Spamer, J-81 
Tree Friends, The, Sara Sloane McCarty, My-73 


Washington's Gold Button, Deborah Newman, F-84 
Wishing Stream, The, Helen Louise Miller, J-7i 
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Aut-Boy Cast 
Professor Countdown Takes Off, (JH), A-83 


Aut-Girt Cast 
Catnip Patch, The, (LG), Mr-75 
Enchanted Cottage, The, G4), 0-63 
een Maid, The, (JH), My-24 
ante te Litterbug, (LG), A-65 
derful Halloween Cape, The, (MG), 0-45 


American Epvucation WEExk 
Look to a New Day, (JH), My-83 


Arsor Day 
Tree Friends, The, (LG), My-73 


AUDUBON 
Feathered Dream, The, (JH), A-23 


Be-Kinp-To-AnImMaALs WEEK 
Magic in the Deep Woods, (LG), 0-73 


BIoGRAPHIES 


Feathered Dream, The, (Audubon), (JH), A-23 
When Mozart Was Sixteen, (JH), J-14 


Boox Weex 


Bookworm, The, (MG), N-35 
Library Circus, The, (LG), N-65 


BROTHERHOOD 
Every Day Is Thanksgiving, (MG), N-41 


CHINA 


Royal Cloth of China, (MG), F-49 
Wishing Stream, The, (LG), J-71 


CHRISTMAS 


Brownie Who Found Christmas, T be, (MG), D-53 
Carol's Christmas Cards, (JH), D-2 

Christmas for Cosette*, (Hugo), (ii), D-87 

Junction Santa Claus, (MG), D-37 

Lost Cherub, The, (LG), 81 

Miracle Flower, The, (LG), D-67 

Mr. Scrooge Finds Christmas, (Dhohene), (MG), D-75 
Most Important Guests, The, (JH), D-15 

One Night in Bethlehem, (MG), D-47 

Red Flannel Suit, (JH) D-1 

Santa Claus for President, (LG), D-71 

Shoes and Stockings and Solomon, (MG), D-59 


Criean-Up Weex 
Operation Litterbug, (LG), A-65 


Comepiges AND Farces 
Beatnik and the Bard, The, (JH), O-1 


Bookworm, The, (MG), N-35 

Broadway Turkey, A, (JH), N-1 

Carol's Christmas Cards, (JH), D-25 

Cast Up by the Sea, (JH), My-33 
Cinder-Riley, (MG), Mr-51 

Cleanest Town in the West, The, (JH), N-13 
Day of the Dragon, The, (MG), N-51 
Double Talk, (JH), J-84 

Gay Pretenders, The, (JH), J-1 

Gift, Horse, The (JH), A-31 

Horrible Humpy eee, ac (LG), J-77 
Kid Avalanche, (JH), F 

Magic Fishbone, The, (Din kens), (MG), O-51 
Mechanical Maid, The, (JH), My-24 

Meet Mr. Murchinson, (JH), My-1 
Merry-Go-Round for Mother, (MG), My-45 
Mind Over Matter, (JH), Mr-17 

Missing Gift, The, (LG), Mr- 7 

Money Tree, The, (JH), A-1 

Mother’s Choice, (MG), My-61 

Operation Litterbug, (LG), A-65 

Professor Countdown Takes Off, (JH), A-83 
Putting Pop in His Place, (JH), J-35 
Queen's Mirror, The, (MG), A-45 

Rabbits, Rabbits, Rabbits, (LG), Mr-79 
Red Flannel Suit, The, (JH), D-1 

School for Scamperers, (LG), My-69 

Silly Princesses, The, (MG), Mr-57 

Space Suit with Roses, (JH), 0-27 
Springtime for Dan, (JH), Mr-39 

Sugar and Spice, (MG), My-53 
Topsy-Turvy Weather, (LG), J-81 
Transferred Ghost, The, (JH), A-13 

Vote for Miss Checkout, (JH), My-11 
Wishing Stream, The, (LG), J-71 
Wonderful, Beautiful Day, The, (MG), J-57 
Wonderful Halloween Cape, The, (MG), 0-45 


Cuarues Dickens 
Magic Fishbone, The, (MG), O-51 
Martin Chuzzlewit*, (JH), My-97 
Mr. Scrooge Finds Christmas, (MG), D-75 
Oliver Twist*, (JH), J-90 


DRAMA 


Camelia Costumes, The, (JH), Mr-27 
Carol's Christmas Cards, (JH), D-25 
Full Measure of Devotion, (SH), F-1 
Gift Horse, The, (JH), A-3 

Thanksgiving 4 la Carte, UH), N-25 


Easter 
Rabbits, Rabbits, Rabbits, (LG), Mr-79 


Erection Day 
Vote for Your Hero, (MG), N-77 


Fatuer’s Day 
Putting Pop in His Place, (JH), J-35 
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Foreign Lanps 
Gotan 9 of Dinkelsbuehl, The, (Germany and Sweden), 


G), A-89 
Highlond Fling, The, (Scotland), (MG), F-89 
Licha's Birthday Serenade, (Mexico), (MG), 0-77 
Miracle Flower, The, (Mexico), (LG), D-67 
Pottery Lane, (Italy), (LG), A-75 
Royal Cloth of China, (China), (MG), F-49 
Wishing Stream, The, (China), (LG), J-71 


GERMANY 
Gates of Dinkelsbuehl, (MG), A-89 


GRADUATION 
Look to a New Day, (JH), My-83 


HALLOWEEN 


Meanest Witch, The, (LG), 0-68 

Saucy Scarecrow, The, (MG), 0-37 
Scarecrow and the Witch, (MG), 0-57 

When the Hurlyburly’s Done, (JH), O-13 
Wonderful Halloween Cape, The, (MG), 0-45 


HisTory 
Camelia Costumes, The, (JH), Mr-27 
Day the Indians Came, The, (LG), N-71 
Full Measure of Devotion, (JH), F-1 
Imaginary Trial of George Washington, An, (JH), F-26 
Secret Hiding Place, (MG), A-53 
Washington's Gold Button, (LG), F-84 
Who's the President?, (MG), J-47 


InaucuraTion Day 
Who's the President?, (MG), J-47 


ITALY 
Pottery Lane, (LG), A-75 


Lecenps, Fasies, aNnp Farry TALEs 
Catnip Patch, The, (LG), Mr-75 
Cinder-Riley, (MG), ae, 
Day of the Dragon, (MG), N-51 
Enchanted Cottage, The, (LG). 0-63 
Horrible Humpy Dragon, The, (LG), J-77 
Magic Fishbone, The, (MG), 0-51 
Magic in the Deep Woods, (LG), 0-73 
Magic Weaver, The, (LG), A-71 
Missing Gift, The, (LG), Mr-71 
Pinocchio Goes to School, (MG), J-63 
Princess of Hearts, (LG), F-73 
Queen's Mirror, The, (MG), A-45 
Silly Princesses, The, (MG), Mr-57 
pening Beauty, (MG), A-59 
Three Wishes, (MG), Mr-65 
Tiniest Heart, The, (MG), F-56 
Wonderful, Beautiful Day, The, (MG), J-57 
Wonderful Halloween Cape, The, (MG), 0-45 


LINCOLN 
February Heroes, (JH), F-39 
Full Measure of Devotion, (JH), F-1 
Lincoln Lady, The, (LG), F-79 


LITERATURE 
Christmas for Cosette*, (Hugo), (JH), D-87 
Don Quixote*, (Cervantes), (JH), Mr-85 
Magic Fishbone, The, (Dic kens), (MG), 0-51 
Martin Chuzzlewit*, (Dickens), (JH), My- 97 
Mr. Scrooge Finds Christmas, (MG), D-75 
Odyssey, The,* (Homer), (JH), O- 83 
Oliver ‘wist*, (Dickens), (JH), J-90 
Pinocchio Goes to School, (Collodi), (MG), J-63 
Tempest, The*, (Shakespeare), (JH), N-87 
Transferred Ghost, The, (Stockton), (JH), 4-13 


MELODRAMA 


Cast Up by the Sea, (JH), My-33 
Cleanest Town in the West, (JH), N-13 
Mind Over Matter, (JH), Mr-17 


Mexico 
Licha’s Birthday Serenade, (MG), O-77 
Miracle Flower, The, (LG), D-67 


Moruer’s Day 


Merry-Go-Round for eee (MG), My-45 
Mother's Choice, (MG), M 


Mozart 
When Mozart Was Sixteen, (JH), J-14 


Music 
hland Fling, The, (MG), F-89 
Tit a's Birthday Serenade, (MG), O-77 
When Mozart Was Sixteen, (JH), J-14 


Mystery 


Case of the Wall Street Bear, (JH), J-21 
Stage Set for Murder, (7H), Mr-1 

Treasure in the Smith House, (MG), F-63 
When the Hurlyburly'’s Done, (JH), O-13 


wag 


February Heroes, (JH), F-. 

Full Meagure of Devotion, 0H), F-1 
Imaginary Trial o' e Washington, (JH), 
Lincoln Lady, The, (LG), 

Look to a New Day, (J \M 

Vote for Your Hero, (MG), 

Who's the President?, (MG), J-47 


* Rapio Prars 


Christmas for Cosette*, (Hugo), GH), D-87 
Don Quixote*, (Cervantes), (JH), N Ar-85 
Martin Chuzzlewit*, (Dickens), JH), My-97 
Odyssey, The*, (Homer), (JH), 

Oliver Twist*, (Dickens), (JH), J. 


-90 
Tempest. The*, (Shakespeare), (JH), N-87 


Sr. Parricx'’s Day 
Cinder-Riley, (MG), Mr-51 


Science Ficrion 


Mechanical Maid, The, (JH), My-24 
Space Suit with Roses, (JH), 0-27 


ScoTLanpD 
Highland Fling, The, (MG), F-89 


SHAKESPEARE 
Tempest, The*, (JH), N-87 


Sxits anp Curtain Raisers 


Double Talk, (JH), J-84 
Professor Countdown Takes Off, (JH), A-83 


Sprine 
Crocus Who Couldn't eee. _ (LG), My-77 
Magic Weaver, The, (LG), 
Operation Litterbug, (LG), “ 
re for Dan, (JH), Mr-39 
riends, The, (LG), My-73 


THANKSGIVING 
Broadway Turkey, A, (JH) N-1 
Day the Indians Came, The, (LG), N-71 
Every Day Is Thankagiving, Me. N-41 
Thanksgiving & la Carte, (JH), N-25 
Thanksgiving Farm, (LG), N-59 


VaLentine’s Day 


Princess of Hearts, (LG), F-73 
Tiniest Heart, The, (MG), F-56 


Wasuineron's Birarupay 
February Heroes, (JH), F-39 
ima inary Trial of George Washin i An, (JH), F-26 
ashington'’s Gold Button, (LG), 


WEATHER 
Topsy-Turvy Weather, (LG), J-81 


Women’s Ricuts 
Camelia Costumes, The, (JH), Mr-27 
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% PLAYS FOR SPECIAL DAYS ®% 


* 


* 
* 


in May 


In addition to the plays for holidays and special octvasions in this issue, 
subscribers may also obtain plays from previous issues: 


National Music Week 


Junior and Senior High 


Wuen Mozart Was Sixteen 


Sina, America, Sine 
Sine Tue Sonas or FreEpoM 


Middle Grades 


Tue Litrie Wuirtter 


Stradivarius) 


Sitent Nieut 
Tue Basy Lixep “GrReens_Leeves 
Sine THE Sonas OF SPRINGTIME 


Radio Plays 
Bonnie ANNIE 
Ruapsopy in Bivur 


May 8th — Mother's Day 


Junior and Senior High 
Tue Seconp Sunpay in May 
Moruer’s V.I.P.'s 
Moruer Beats THe Bann 
Moruer's Hippen Tacent 
Morner ror Mayor 
Moruer’s Apron Srrinas 
Tue Lire ror Moruer 
Man-Trap ror Morurer 
Tue Revoir or Mama 
Moruer’s Bia Day 
Fatuer Keeps House 
Just Retax, Moruer 


Hearts AND Flowers ror Motuer 


Middle Grades 
Morner’s Farry GopMorue 
We Want Morner 
Morner’s Day Orr anp On 
A Hat ror Moruer 
Morner Saves Her Day 
A Prize ror Moruer 
Dancer — Pixies at Work 


R 


Lower Grades 
May Day ror MorTuer 
Tue Maaic Carpet Sweerer 
Tre For Mom 
FLowers ror MoTHEer 
Morner's Day ror Susan 
A Frower ror Moruer’s Day 
Turee Wisnes ror Morner 


May 30th — Memorial Day 


Junior and Senior High 
Tue Uninvitep Guests 
A Day To Remember 
Part-Time Hero 
Tue Pink PaRasot 
Tue Juper’s Diary 


Junior and Senior High 
SPRINGTIME FOR DAN 
Serine Daze 
A Hooxy Houipay 
Ope To SprinG 
Serine Fever 

Middle Grades 
Sine THe Sonos or Spri not 
Riaut or Aportion 
STERLING Si.ver Trer 


Middle Grades 
See THe PARADE 
Lacey's Last GARLAND 
Lower Grades 
Tevpy Bear Hero 
Memoriat Day FOR THE 
GRAY 


BLUE AND THE 


Spring 


Lower Grades 
Tue Trees at Scnoor 
Weerine Wittow's Harry Day 
An Up-anp-Dorne Day 
4 Day ror Trees 
Tue Green Tuume 
Tue MaYFLowEerR 
Late Sprina 


ME Sprine Is Here 


Graduation and Promotion 


Junior and Senior High 
Tue MANTLE 
To You tue Torcn 
Lurai Sreps Asipt 
Docror's DauGuTEeR 
Cupip's PARTNER 
Wuo's Ovp-F asni0Nnep’ 
Tue Worps We Live By 
Tue Piace Tro P<ain 


GRADUATION PRESENT 

Caves or tHe Eartu 

ruree Royar R's 
Middle Grades 


New Suoes 


All Grades 


Sine THe Sones or Fret 
Sine, America, Sina 


DOM 





Any of these plays from past issues of our magazine, as well as those in the current 
issue, may be produced royalty- 
may be purchased by current subscribers only for 25c each (50c to nonsubscribers). 
When ordering scripts, please give name under which subscription is listed. Other- 
wise regular price of 50c per copy wi!! be charged. To eliminate bookkeeping, we sug- 


free by subscribers. Single copies of individual plays 


gest that payment accompany playbook orders, especially for small quantities. 


PLAYS, INC. ¢ 8 ARLINGTON ST., BOSTON 16, MASS. 

















Book Collections of 





Royalty-Free Plays Jor Young People 


STANDARD CLOTHBOUND EDITIONS 


Junior and Senior High 


Four-Star Rapio Piays ror TEEN-AGERSW 
Burack $4.00 
MELODRAMAS AND FarcEs FoR YOUNG 

Actors** 

Dias $4.50 
One-Act PLays ror TEEN-AGERS 
: Dias $5.00 
PLays ror Great Occasions” 
DuBois £4.00 
Rapio Piays ror YOuNG Pgop.ie** 
Hackett $4.00 
Mopgern ComEpigs For YOUNG PLAYERS ** 
Hark and McQueen $4.50 


TrEN-AGE Piays ror ALt Occasions** 
Hark and McQueen $5.00 


Twenty-Five Prays ror Hoimays** 
Hark and McQueen $5 


Buve-Risson Piays ror GRADUATION*® 
Kamerman $3.75 


Houmay Piays ror Teen-Acers** 
Miller $4.50 
On Srace ror Teen-Acers** 
Miller $5.00 


Prize Piays ror Teen-AGers** 
Miller 5.00 
ComEDIEs AND Farces ror TEEN-AGERS*” 
Murray $4.95 


MoperRN MONOLOGUES FOR YOUNG PEOPLE 
Murray $3.95 


Mystery Piays ror YounGc PEop.e 
Murray $4.50 
Rapio Piays rrom SHAKESPEARE*Y 
Olfson $4.00 
Rapto Piays or Famous Strortres** 
Olfson $4.00 
One-Act Piays ror Aut-Grrat Casts** 
Paradis $3.75 


CaREER Pays ror Younc Peopie** 


Richmond $4.00 





Middle and Lower Grades 


100 PLays ror CHILDREN** 
Burack $5.95 


Turrty Piays ror Classroom Reapine*¥ 
Durrell and Crossley (Text edition) $3.50 
(Trade edition) $4.00 
HeALTH AND Sarety PLays AND 
PRroGRAMs‘** 
Fisher 
Houmay Procrams 
GIrRis** 
Fisher 
Junior Piays ror ALL Occasions** 
Hark and MeQuec. 
CurupREN’s PLays 
SToRIES* 
Kamerman 
Littie Pays ror LirrLe PLayvers** 
Kamerman $4.00 
First PLays ror CHILDREN ** 
Miller 
Go.tp Mepat Puiays ror Houipays** 
Miller 
PLays For LIVING AND LEARNING*® 
Miller $4.00 


Houiay Pays ror Litrte Piayvers** 
Newman $4 


$4.00 


ror Boys AND 
$4.00 


$5.00 


From Favorirs 


$5.95 


$4.00 


$5.00 


D-THE- YEAR PLays ror CHILDREN*® 


Rov: 
Very $3.75 


All Grades 


Curistmas Piars ror Youna Acrors** 
Burack $4.00 

Four-Star Piays ror Boys** 
Burack 

Curristmas PLays AND ProGrams** 
Fisher 

Patriotic Plays aND Procrams** 
Fisher and Rabe $4.5 

Unrrep Nations Pays anp ProGrams** 
Fisher and Rabe $4.00 

Speciau Piays ror Spectat Days** 
Hark and McQueen $4.00 

Sort Puiays ror Aut-Boy Casts** 
Howard 

Bive-Rispon Piays ror Grris* 
Kamerman $4.50 

A Treasury or Curistmas Piays** 
Kamerman $5.00 

RowuNbD-THE-WorRLD PLays ror YOUNG 

PEOPLE 

Nolan 


$3.75 


$5.00 


$3.75 


$5.00 


*Listed in the Booklist of the A.L.A 


* Wilson Standard Catalog Cards Ava 


lable 


\. PLAYS, INC.. Publishers, 8 Arlington St., Boston 16, Mass.4 
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